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GRANT MORRISON: MYTH-MAKER 


| used to think | was somewhat of a pioneer. Probably because I’ve spent the better half 
of three decades exploring consciousness, mining the ancient wisdom traditions of various 
cultures and faiths, studying numerous mythologies and attempting to decode them for 
readers and audiences all around the world. 


But then | met Grant Morrison and suddenly realized that everything I'd been trying to 
say in my non-fiction work and in some of my fiction work had been so aptly, beautifully, 
and imaginatively expressed in his work during the same time. The more | read of 
Grant’s work, from his stellar contributions to iconic superheroes like Batman and Su- 
perman to his boundary breaking creativity with The Invisibles, the more | came fo un- 
derstand that he is not just a writer, he’s a visionary. Then | got the chance to jam with 
him over mind-bending dinners where we discussed everything from cosmic consciousness 
to the tenants of the Jedi religion to the mechanics of multidimensional hyperspace. 
Now | know Grant Morrison is a post-modern myth-maker. 


With 18 Days Grant is taking on one of the most celebrated planetary myths ever imag- 
ined. The original story on which it is based, the Mahabharata of ancient Indian lore, 
was one of my favorite narratives growing up as a child. Not just because it was encoded 
with all of the great archetypal characters — heroes, villains, warriors, sages and more 
— but also because its thematic substance with triumph and tragedy, revenge, romance, 
resurrection and redemption to name a few were so elegantly crafted within it. For those 
that are not aware of its origins, the core story of the Mahabharata revolves around an 
eighteen-day war between the five righteous Pandava brothers and their one-hundred 
rival cousins the Kauravas on the sacred battlefield of Kurukshetra. The transformative 


conflict, the outcome of which the fate of the Universe depends, is not just a series of 
battles between enemies, but because they are in essence one family — cousins, fathers, 
sons, brothers, uncles, nephews, mentors, protégés and more facing off against each 
other — it’s really a deeper tale about the wars we all wage within ourselves. Hence it’s 
not just a powerful, dynamic, and all-encompassing story, it’s a formidable one with 
countless entry-points. 


To that extent, only a gifted writer like Grant, whose own imagination is a fertile play- 
ground, could possibly dare fo take on such a tale, reset it in a mythical time, and explore 
the subtle qualities of its numerous characters. Combined with and pushed by the artwork 
and maverick mind of a young impresario like Mukesh Singh, Grant is bound to take 
his own talents to new levels. In doing so, Grant’s not only re-imagining some of civi- 
lization’s greatest characters against a wildly dramatic backdrop, he’s also regenerating 
primordial pieces of humanity that we are sorely in need of in our modern times. | for 
one couldn’t be more excited to see what he comes up with. 


Jog 


Deepak Chopra 
June 2010 
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ORIGINALK CONCEPT NOTES BY GRANT MORRISON FOR 18 DAYS 


These are some brief notes on the initial approach to the material. 


This new version of the Mahabharata is set in a fantastic, mythic time, at the end of the 
Dwapara Yuga (Copper Age) and the beginning of the fallen, corrupt Kali Yuga, the Age of 
Iron. 


Although historically, the epic is generally thought to refer fo events occurring as recently 
as 9 BC and as long ago as 15 BC (depending on which account you favour), I'd like to place 
the action much further back into a more fantastical Indian past so that we can take full ad- 
vantage of the possibilities for action and spectacle on a scale rarely seen. This is like a 
psychedelic Lord of the Rings with Star Wars technology. 


BHARAT 


In this cosmic, symbolic version of events, Bharat is the primordial landmass — the single 
continent, also known as Pangaea, said to exist before continental drift created the shapes 
we're now familiar with. As we'll learn here, it wasn’t continental drift that split mighty Pan- 
gaea but the descendants of King Bharata. 


Bharat is home to the mighty kingdoms of the Kauravas, who come to represent the world 
of blind, ignorant matter, and the Pandavas, who stand in for the world of spirit and under- 
standing and personify the clash between the impulse to participate in the restless material 
sphere and the impulse to transcend it. 


On the ninth day of the 18 Days War, the geology of Bharat is split apart by the ferocity of 
the conflict, the Flood occurs, and the dreaded Iron Age we currently live in begins. 


This is not a strictly accurate historical portrayal of events but a poetic, fantastic interpreta- 
tion of the original text. 


STRUCTURE 


Given the nature of the medium and the kaleidoscopic possibilities of the original narrative, 


my intention is not to tell the story in strict chronological order (beginning with Shantanu 
and progressing through the various stories towards the war). Instead, I’d like to approach 
the text not in a linear fashion but as a 3-dimensional structure to which we can continually 
add new modular episodes and which will eventually build up into an incredible mosaic of 
the War and the events surrounding it. In this way the story will grow in power and inter- 
connectivity as we construct it piece by piece, episode by episode. 


As | see it, the whole of the Mahabharata, and indeed the whole of Hindu thought and ulti- 
mately of all contemplative thought, expands outwards like the Big Bang from one timeless 
Singularity — the moment when Krishna stops time to deliver the wondrous wisdon of the Gita 
and reveal to Arjuna his — and our own — place in the cosmos. Here is the ‘crack’ in time, 
the crack between Ages and the crack in every human heart through which the light of A 
New Way To Think can come. 


Poised between massive opposing forces, from the Singularity of Krishna’s message, we ex- 
pand outwards into duality and the War that comes to represent all opposing dualities in the 
cosmos beyond the Singularity. This is a story with a timeless resonance. 


Around this Singularity (the Gita), the narrative expands like the universe from the Big Bang, 
as a vivid demonstration of Krishna’s words, showing us in powerful actions and consequences 
the human truth of the Charioteer’s intellectual arguments. 


From the undiluted Divine, via conceptual thought, we enter the material world, History and 
the Epic dimension. Further from the radiant core of the Singularity, the mighty heroes and 
titanic warrior kings display more human and fewer semi-divine qualities. Their background 
stories reveal recognizable human dramas, ambitions and follies. 


So...I’d like to BEGIN with Arjuna laying down his arms on the battlefield, prior to his ex- 
perience with Krishna — which we see only glimpses of, allowing us to more fully explore it 
later in a series of increasingly meaningful future episodes. Here we see only the conse- 
quences of the message as the hero Arjuna returns from timelessness and launches his armies 
against the Kauravas. 
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This way we can also get a glimpse of the cool stuff up front — crashing vimanas, atomic god weapons, 
incredible battles where millions die — we get to see the heroes and their adversaries at their most 
epic, with super-real battle scenes, ‘Saving Private Ryan’-style, that really show the shocking effects 
of this Epoch-ending struggle. 


As the clash of titans gets underway, we can then cut away in our next episode to flash back fo the 
‘secret origins’ of characters we've met on the field of battle — suddenly we're seeing the human be- 
neath the veneer of glory. With each new character we meet and come to identify with, the War, which 
at first seemed no more than spectacle, becomes more and more charged with emotion and meaning 
as we watch them march towards destinies we know must come. By the time we reach the 18th Day 
and have witnessed all the stories of the players involved, our hearts should be broken and healed 
and broken again. 


| think this type of ‘holographic’ structure allows us to plug new stories into the ongoing 18 DAYS 
War. We can cut away from a monumental Beeshma on the battlefield, for instance, to discover the 
story of the man behind the myth and watch as his karma leads him inexorably back to the main 
event. 


We open with the War and then begin to answer the question — how did it come to this? And how will 
it end? With so much material at our disposal | can see a lot of fun to be had answering those questions 
while widening the scope of the 18 DAYS universe to meet new characters or see old favourites in a 
new light. 


THE LOOK 


The age of our planet is estimated at 6 billion years. The dinosaurs reputedly died out 65 million 
years ago and the first homo sapiens are believed to have appeared 48,000 years ago. In the last 
2000 years of history, human cultures have advanced from blacksmith’s forges to atomic power. My 
conceit here is that the great kingdoms of Bharat during the Golden, Silver and Copper Ages had 
plenty of time to flower to their technological peak and then disappear. 


I'm setting the date for this version somewhere around 10,000 BC before the various Floods of world 
tradition and at the beginning of the current Kali Yuga (which, charitably, | will suggest is coming to 
its own conclusion, hence the particular relevance of the Mahabharata to our own Age). But these 
events may have occurred before even that antique date, in the previous Dwapara Age, before fallen, 


brutish ‘homo sapiens’ rebuilt their world from the ruins. 


We needn’t ever specify a date for this. In truth, it takes place in the mythic, poetic realm, in the the- 
atre of the mind. 


So, if we can go from flint daggers to Uzis in a few thousand years, what might the smarter, fitter, 
more magnificent men and women of the Dwapara Yuga achieved in their own time ? 


Our world of Bharat is a place of incredible art and technology — a wondrous earthly kingdom of 
sages, warriors, noble men and women. This remarkable culture has mastered higher forms of yoga, 
meditation and Ayurvedic practice. They're stronger, faster, fitter and smarter than we are but still 
fall prey to so many of the same emotional foibles that lead us all into disaster. 


The armour and vehicles they use look like the kind of thing you'd expect from a culture more glorious 
than anything we in the degraded Kali Yuga could aspire to. They have better armour than we do, 
they have better ‘computers’, they have battlefield ‘god weapons’ that make our military forces look 
like children slinging mud, they have war-animals bred for purity of purpose and completely without 
fear. They are masters of genetics, and count among their number philosophers, supermen, and per- 
fect, unstoppable warriors capable of killing thousands at a time. 


They live in immense dream palaces on soaring mountaintops. They fly unbelievable vimana flying 
machines — like flying saucers designed and built by artisans. 


We should use familiar historical styles and fashions that we associate with traditional depictions of 
the Mahabharata and then mutate those traditional influences into a much more shiny, reflective, 
decorative look. Like Jack Kirby doing the Hindu gods. | see this as sleek and sexy. The men and 
women have the lean elegance of Afghan hounds and are poised, erect, proud and almost arrogant. 


The weapons and clothing have a cyber-y science fiction edge as if designed by master craftsmen with 
painstaking attention to detail. Nothing is merely functional — every made thing shows the pride and 
genius of its maker. Armour is sleek chrome, or electrum alloys of silver and gold, set with flashing 
jewels and intricate engravings — many of which store energy or relay transmissions. The ladder of 
lights on the spinal braces of the armour balance and regulate charkra health. 


When fully-suited, super-warriors like DRONA are more formidable than the Master Chief and far 


8 


Read more FREE comics on ReadComicOnline 


more magnificent — their bulky battle armor too is wrought with fantastic inlays and glass panels, 
fuel pipes and built-in wrist cannons etc. 


Animals come similarly equipped — magnificent stallions wear hinged battle carapaces with head- 
mounted, swivelling laser targeting guns. The elephants are noble giant mastodons with painted, dec- 
orated and fully-armoured gun turrets on their backs. They also wear plated armour, with big shoulder 
cannons, and gas masks too! 


Suited up, the heroes of 18 DAYS and their war beasts all look like bejeweled glass and engraved 
chrome cyborgs — super cool flesh/technology hybrids. 


I've taken literally some of the descriptions of vimanas and especially the effects of divine astras, or 
god-weapons. 


...0 single projectile 

Charged with the power of the universe 

An incandescent column of smoke and flame 
As bright as a thousand suns 

Rose in all its splendour... 


...an unknown weapon, 
An iron thunderbolt, 
A gigantic messenger of death... 


Some of these descriptions are so convincingly reminiscent of the precise effects of tactical atomic 
weapons and laser beams it seems a shame not fo take them at face value and imagine a culture with 
access to ifs own versions of such weaponry. 


Basically, we need to start thinking about the distinctive look of this lost civilization so that we can 
nail down a really unique, modern and exciting interpretation of a familiar story that will translate 
into original movie images, game spin-offs and toys. 


1s DAYS STORY BibuUCc 


AN GLHCTRONIC MARASHARATA 


The scale is EPIC. The biggest armies ever seen face one another across the ultimate battlefield to 
decide the fate of the future. The stakes are absolute, the combatants are superhuman. 


It is the story of three generations of super-warriors, meeting for the Final Battle of their age. 


It is the prototype for every war ever fought ~ and at its heart lies a warning for all of us and a 
message that can change lives. 


STYLE 


18 Days follows the course of the climactic war that concludes the Third Age and begins the Dark 
Age we all now live in. It charts the course of the main protagonists~ the 5 Pandu brothers ~ as 
they suffer the jealous rage of their vicious cousin Duryodhana, one of 100 sons on the Kaurava 
branch of the family tree. 


Following Episode 1’s opening set-up and the scenes of epic, Battlefield super-savagery, which 
open Day 1 of the earth-shattering 18 Days War, future episodes will slowly reveal the very 
human, very fallible hearts that beat behind the invincible armour and tell the stories of the men 
and women behind the faceless visors of the world’s greatest race of super-warriors. 


Over 18 episodes we will re-imagine and dramatize the most iconic scenes from that battle, on a 
breathtaking scale never before seen! All human life and death is here as East and West combine 
to create an animated series of unparalleled scope. 


The Battlefield sequences alone, involving millions of troops, including beast-men, fighting di- 
nosaurs, and immense flying machines, add up to the most spectacular, jaw-dropping, over the top 
super-war myth anyone’s ever seen before; but 18 Days also has a secret weapon... 


THE FLASHBACKS 


While the epic Battlefield sequences stretch across 18 episodes and grind out the grim, relentless, 
heroic and inevitable consequences of a cosmic war between supermen, the flashback inserts will 
reveal the stories behind the heroes, and the heroines they fight to defend or to possess. The more 
we learn, the less clear cut if all becomes. ...and that’s the ongoing charm of 18 Days. 


Nothing is as we expect it. Noble heroes can do stupid things. Villains can offer the hand of kind- 
ness. Good guys can get bad breaks. The world of myth peels back to reveal the ordinary truths of 


Character designs for Morrison's description of a regiment.of super-warrior women bred fo fight 
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life that lie beneath as we ruthlessly expose the mistakes even the great and good can make. 


The essential ambiguity, humanity and realism of these characters, set in this incredible world of 
the imagination, gives 18 Days its unique flavour. The tone is modern, gritty and emotionally real 
against a backdrop of techno-mythic super-war. 


Our heroes know that even if they WIN, the Age of Super-Warriors must end with them. They know 
the Dark Age must inevitably follow even if they defeat Duryodhana’s forces. 


So what drives them to fight this awesome battle on our behalf? 18 Days takes us to the heart of 
why soldiers fight at all. 


Each of the 18 Days of the War introduces some new eye-popping weapon or sets up some im- 
mense confrontation or death scene involving a key character. The scale is enormous, so the flash- 
backs allow us to visit more intimate, behind-the scenes moments, or switch to an abrupt change 
of scene or mood that comments on the Battlefield action in an ironic, poetic or funny way. They 
allow us to focus on the reasons why our champions are risking it all one last time, adding 
poignancy to the lofty events of the War as it rages on fantastically through every episode towards 
its apocalyptic finale and the BHIMA/DURYODHANA fight everyone will be screaming out for! 


Flashbacks are inserted to play out in the most emotionally affecting ways ~ we can cut to a char- 
acter’s poignant flashback scene then return to a shock moment on the battlefield - his death, re- 
demption, triumph, adding depth and closure to the flashback sequence. 


Since the Battlefield of Kurukshetra is no place for women in the original text, | left them out, but 
we're building strong female characters with Kunti and Draupadi in the Flashback sequences; 

maybe (as the production may allow) we should also consider adding a regiment of super-warrior 
women somewhere among the troops. Warrior girls bred to fight? Perhaps they pilot the vimanas. 


PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS 


I’ve suggested a few familiar Western pop culture reference points as launch pads for grasping the 
look or body language of various 18 Days characters. This is part of a general reframing and sim- 
plification of the story to suit a more sci-fi action Hollywood approach. Although there’s a great 
deal more to Arjuna than his vague resemblance to the Luke Skywalker young 

warrior /knight/prince on-a-spiritual-quest-type hero of Hollywood romance, any such connection 
may help Western minds locate him on their own spectrum of archetypes. And there’s infinitely 
more to Krishna than his role as Arjuna’s ‘Kato’ but | hope I'll be forgiven for such a glib compari- 


son as a way of making a point about how their ‘buddy’ relationship can be condensed to fit the 
expectations of a mass audience. 


Our ‘heroes’ are the 5 Pandava Brothers - ARJUNA, YUDISH, BHIMA, NAKULA and SAHADEVA-~ who 
lead their army of 4 million men into battle against the immense armies of King Duryodhana and 
his 99 bad brothers. 


The armies, commanded by kings and super-powered warriors, are mostly made up of regular sol- 
diers - stronger and fitter and tougher than men of our own age, but perhaps ‘ordinary’ men com- 
pared to the super-heroic warrior class. 


As the chaos of this mythic battle unfolds around us in Episode 1, we quickly learn who our leads 
are and we take sides against the snarling Duryodhana, settling back to watch the most incredible 
armies ever known clash for the last time at the end of the world. 


The War begins with the clash of super-titans, armed with incredible weaponry. The characters are 
huge, cool, easy to identify with, to cheer or hiss at. The stakes are high, as is the body count. The 
vistas are spectacular. We think we know who the bad guys are...and who the good guys are... 


In the Mahabharata, however, a character's strength often proves to be his downfall or weakness - 
Bheeshma is pledged to serve the kingdom at Hastinapura but ends up having to watch it fall. Yud- 
ish, a man dedicated to truth and law, must lie to win the battle. Arjuna, the ultimate warrior, 
balks at fighting his kin and lays down his weapons at the start of the war, etc. 


This is not a ‘Lord of the Rings’ or a ‘Star Wars’ where the good guys win because they are right. 
The ‘good guys’ in 18 Days are forced to cheat and lie and break rules to win. Although it has fan- 
tastic, mythic trappings, this is a very modern story of realpolitik and the failure of ideals in the 
face of harsh truth. This epic ends with the destruction of a super-race of kingly humans and paves 
the way for the current Dark Age. 


ARJUNA 


Arjuna is our principal HERO. The last hero, in fact, of the glorious Third Age which will come to its 
earth-shaking conclusion on the Battlefield at Kurukshetra, before yielding to the darkness of the 
Fourth Age (our own). 


The whole epic turns on Arjuna’s moment of hesitation on the eve of battle. Arjuna is the super- 
hero who FALTERS, unable to fight. Instead of enemies, he sees his kin. Instead of war, he sees 


madness. 


Arjuna’s sensitivity endows him with a higher perspective that reveals a mad world seemingly at 
war with itself. It all seems meaningless. He needs an even HIGHER perspective to grasp the awe- 
some reality of the pattern behind things! 


And that’s where his best buddy Krishna comes in. 


What Arjuna learns when Krishna reveals his divinity to him will be made known later in the series 
as we too learn the workings of time and the nature of the divine. Alongside Arjuna, we will learn 
WHY there is war, why peace, why love, hate, death, fear, joy... 


And, like Arjuna, we too will understand what we must do. 


Arjuna is the world’s most accomplished archer. He is the son of Agni the God of Fire and the 
human woman, Kunti, who used a secret mantra to seed god-children in her womb. 


Arjuna is neither the Mature Wounded King like Yudish, nor the Big Tough Guy like Bhima. He is 
conflicted, torn by loyalty, conscience, duty and love for his kin, and these are precisely the quali- 
ties that will make him instantly relatable as a character. He becomes our ‘everyman’ in this ver- 
sion of the story, facing big decisions we all understand. 


Otherwise, never forget Arjuna is a super-warrior of the highest caliber - one of five (secretly six!) 
brothers who make the Justice League of America look like a high school football team. He is 
born warrior and moves with a deadly, fluid grace. He is, in fact, the best of his kind, a paragon, 
unequalled in skill and power. 


And he has at his side, the Ultimate One, Lord Krishna, who will steer him straight no matter what 
the course...and lead him to a profound - and shocking - understanding. 


He’s the type of the ‘Young Holy Warrior’ on the way to meet his destiny. The Luke Skywalker of 
18 Days! 


Arjuna’s name means Self-control and that’s what his struggle is all about and where his victory 
lies. 


Arjuna’s principal weapon is the GANDIVA. This fantastic super-bow is a gift from Agni himself. 
Mukesh depicts it as a sentient bow of fire that shoots thunderbolts (and | would add, as his illus- 


tration suggests, the appearance of form in the momentary flickering of the living flame - the wire- 
frame outlines of bow handle emerging briefly, as if solid then gone, then glimpsed once again in 
the constant play of living flame - like technical diagrams or X-Rays of the bow seen through a 
shifting form of rippling fire? Also, as in existing teaser trailer, perhaps a holographic targeting sys- 
tem). 


Arjuna carries the living banner of Hanuman, represented in Mukesh’s reference illustration as a 
flag of brilliant, multicoloured light. 


YUDISHTHIRA 


Yudish - as we'll call him ~ is the only one of the 5 Pandava brothers who really benefits from a 
shortened name. He is the leader of the gang, the eldest of the 5 Pandu brothers, and their natural 
King. 


Yudish is the son of Kunti and Dharma the ‘God’ of Law. He shows what happens when law gets in 
the way of common sense and brings about catastrophe. 


Poor Yudish was once told by a sage that he would be responsible for the extinction of the race of 
super-warriors. In an attempt to ward off this gloomy future, Yudish has vowed to never say an in- 
citing, angry word to anyone. 


He seems mature - a noble, if grave, young king in his prime. | like the idea of him having a white 
streak flashing through his hair; it suggests the trace left behind by some terrible and traumatic ex- 
perience... 


An Experience which will be revealed in all its glory as his story unfolds through strategic flash- 
backs. 


There is, of course, more to Yudish than meets the eye and he fits the new ideal of the modern, re- 
alistic and conflicted hero. 


As a key to his stature, think of the King Arthur of India. Then add the fact that Yudish is a man liv- 
ing with the almost unbearable consequences of a truly dreadful error of judgment. 


He’s the post-traumatic superman. A leader of warriors brought down by jealous, calculating vil- 
lains, he carries the scars of his mistakes bravely, with a gruff sense of humour, a brilliant tactical 
mind and all the majestic, take-no-bullshit attitude of a man made to be king of the world. 


As we learn, Yudish made a fateful mistake, compelled by the law of his caste into an intoxicating 
game of chance that cost him EVERYTHING -- his treasures, his kingdom, the freedom of his broth- 
ers and the dignity of his wife. Because of him, the Pandus and their wife - sons and daughters of 
gods and super-warriors - were reduced to slavery, shamed and exiled, beginning the darkest pe- 
tiod of the Pandus’ long journey towards the Battlefield at Kurukshetra. 


Bound by his strict adherence to the law, this decent, upright super-soldier was easily tricked by de- 
vious enemies into a game that would ruin his family. 


When Duryodhana, at the behest of the cunning and manipulative Shakuni, invited him to take 
part in a spectacular dice game in the new Crystal Palace at Hastinapura, Yudish - wary of 
gambling, which creates 
conditions for conflict ~ was 
nonetheless compelled to agree 
to the invitation. It’s against 
super-warrior code to refuse a 
request to play a game, and so 
the eldest of the Pandus was 
led into disaster. 


Playing against the wily 
Shakuni, Yudish found himself 
consumed by a gambler’s fever, 
losing more and more with 
every throw, while trying to win 
it all back with higher and more 
outrageous bets, and Shakuni 
expertly leading him on until he 
had nothing left. 


His self-esteem was somewhat 
restored when his wise and 
clever answers to the questions 
of the forest demi-god restored 
his brothers to life during the 
period of their exile. 


Yudish, like the others, is a 
master of the arts of war and 
holds particular distinction as a 
chariot fighter. | like the idea of 
a ‘hover-chariot’, so maybe we 
should see in him in one of 
those. 


BHIMA 


Huge and mighty, Bhima is the tank of the team, with the appetite to match his size. Bigger and 
more aggressive than the other brothers, Bhima is bluff and to the point. He’s jovial, irascible, 
brave and often coarse. He can be a bully too (his ill-treatment of the young Duryodhana and 
Karna has earned him lifelong grudges) but he’s the kind of non-stop war-machine needed in a 
struggle like this one. He’s the Wolverine - the badass, no-messing-around, hero kids will love. 


Bhima can FLY. He also carries an unforgettable MACE - quite simply an enormous techno-atomic 
hammer of the gods! (see Mukesh’s head-splitting illustration sequence for additional reference 
where Bhima uses the power of an explosion on the battlefield to propel himself into enemy lines). 
This monstrous one-man WMD is capable of full 360° rotation and the ability to kill dozens of men 
in seconds. It can fell a gigantic war-elephant (and does!) and devastate machinery. Compared to 
this apocalyptic weapon, the hammer of Thor is a tiny fire-alarm window breaker. 


When the Pandus were exiled in the wilderness, Bhima killed the Rakshasa Hidimba and married 
the demon’s gorgeous sister Hidimbi. 


Their son Gatokacha is a half-human/half-monster hero who leads a band of rebel Rakshasas fight- 
ing on the side of the Pandu army. He is doomed to die at the hands of Karna ~ as Karna makes 
the last big mistake of his ill-starred life. 


Bhima is destined to face Duryodhana for the last gruelling duel of the War. 


<= 
eS . : 
: “Mv 


Read more FREE comics on ReadComicOnline 


NAKULA 


Nakula is the ‘youngest’ of twins by mere moments, but still acts with the slightly breezy lack of 
concern common to younger siblings. 


This dashing, strikingly handsome prince is brave, if sometimes reckless. He is a master swords- 
man, super-athlete and ready wit. 


SADEVA 


Sadeva is the slightly-older ‘quiet’ one. He’s the brooding, super-intelligent, responsible half of 
the warrior pair. The Johnny Depp to Nakula’s Brad Pitt, if you like. The Batman to Nakula’s 
Superman. He’s sarcastic where Nakula is jovial. 


Sadeva’s weapon of choice is the SPEAR. 
KRISHNA 


Lord Krishna is the blue-skinned 8th Avatar of the God Vishnu. His skin is blue-black, his eyes are 
catlike, his ears are pointed and his general appearance is unearthly. Krishna is not of this world 
and should somehow embody the spirit, alien, elf, or intelligent ‘Other’ races which haunt our 
stories and folktales. He’s our Mister Spock, our cool, enigmatic, Man Who Fell To Earth character. 
In a series filled with muscular giants, musclemen and super-athletes, Krishna is our rock star. 
Forbidden to take up arms in the conflict, he has nevertheless joined the battle as Arjuna’s 
charioteer and advisor. 


Krishna, in our story, is also a highly evolved, hyper-natural intelligence created in the New Golden 
Age that will follow the Kali Yuga (Dark Age). Like a ‘Terminator for Peace’, Krishna has been sent 
from the future to ensure the Pandus’ success against Duryodhana’s forces. For if the 5 brothers 
fail, the future is doomed. All human existence — indeed, all time and space - hinges on the 
courage of the heroes of the Mahabharata and the outcome of this battle. In fact, as we'll find out, 
this battle forms the pattern for the everyday struggles of our lives in the Dark Age too. We all be- 
come participants in a battle to save eternity! 


It is Krishna who sets up the framework of the War; as cousin to both Duryodhana and Arjuna, Kr- 
ishna offers them a choice - his massive armies or his personal assistance. While Duryodhana 
chooses the armies of millions, Arjuna makes the correct decision by asking Krishna for his help, 
and so Krishna becomes the young hero’s charioteer. His Alfred the Butler, Kato and Watson, all in 
one. 


Even though he’s not fighting or using his powers for them, Krishna’s very presence on their side is 
enough to convince the Pandus they will be victorious against overwhelming odds. As Krishna him- 
self says about his presence. .. 


‘For protecting the virtuous 
For the destruction of evil and 
For establishing righteousness 
! am born from age to age.’ 


ABHIMANYU 


He is the son of Arjuna and Suhadra and the archetype of the proud, doomed young hero. 


Character designs for the 
half-demon, Gatokacha 


Abhimanyu is a handsome and promising teenage superhero who is destined to fall on the battle- misfortunes in life. 
field as one more shining casualty of war. 
GATOKACHA 
This dazzling young archer can be thought of as the Robin to Arjuna’s Batman. He is quick, bright, He is the son of Bhima and the demon girl Hidimbi. 
athletic (maybe his moves are inspired by free-tunners, parkour artists and street dancers). He dies 


a hero’s death in battle against an unbeatable team of invincible Kaurava warriors. Gatokacha is half-man, half-monster, able to transform from handsome prince to red-eyed, hairy, 
fanged hell-creature like some amped-up Hulk. His power is particularly effective in the darkness. 
SHIKANDI Along with Bhima, his dad, this young hero will be a kids’ favourite! Except he dies!!! They 
all die! !!! 


Shikandi is a warrior of the Pandu forces with a strange and interesting secret. He is the 
reincarnation, in a man’s body, of the woman Amba who has returned in the body of a warrior 
with one purpose ~ to kill Bheeshma. 

In Amba’s story, she walked alive into a funeral pyre, destroying her body so that she could be 
born in a new life and take revenge on Bheeshma, whom she blames as the cause of her 


DRUPADA 


Drupada is the powerful and magnificent King of Panchala. He was once Drona’s friend but denied 
and rejected him when Drona (see ‘Villains’ below) most needed Drupada’s help, resulting in a 
lifelong antagonism. 


When Drona becomes the martial arts guru of the Pandus and Kauravas, he sends them to kidnap 
Drupada as a display of their prowess. The Kauravas fail against the regal super-warrior but the 
Pandus are resourceful and capture him, forcing him to surrender half of his kingdom. 


Seeking revenge, he decides to bio-engineer a holy warrior bred to kill Drona. The result is Drishta, 
and also the beautiful Draupadi. 


Drupada is destined to die at the hands of his old friend, Drona, the one warrior he cannot beat. 
DRISHTA 


A super-warrior, bio-engineered to maturity in the fire of the ‘altar’, and born in full armour, Drishta 
has been designed for one purpose only ~ destroy Drona. 


He is an immaculate warrior, lacking somewhat in personality but not in ability, flair or skill. 
Dressed in his sleek armour, he cuts a magnificent figure on the battlefield. This glorious specimen 
fights like a calculating machine and looks like a male model. 


Drishta is brother to the equally glorious Draupadi and is appointed Commander-In-Chief of the 
Pandu legions. 


He ultimately kills Drona, thus fulfilling his genetically-imprinted imperatives, but is himself slain in 
his sleep by Drona’s son, Asthwathama. 


THE FOLLOWING CHARACTERS — ALTHOUGH NOT PART OF 
THE BATTLE — WILL APPEAR IN FLASHBACK SEQUENCES. 


DRAUPADI 

The spellbinding daughter of Drupada, miraculously born fully-grown from the fires of the bio-engi- 
neering altar after a powerful sacrifice to Vishnu. She is the sister of Drishta and the wife of ALL 5 
Pandu brothers. She is the Helen of Troy at the centre of this war, the most beautiful, seductive vi- 
sion of young womanhood we have ever seen. 


Draupadi is a woman of the super-warrior caste so she’s the peak of lithe perfection - Wonder 
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Woman crossed with Supergirl and Angelina Jolie’s Lara Croft. She is HOT and can kick your ass 
through the wall. She is also graceful and modest and very clever. 


Her father allowed her to choose from among the many suitors who came to the palace to woo 
her. And she selected the invincible Arjuna, rejecting Karna who never forgot the slight. 


After Yudish loses everything - his kingdom, his freedom and his wife - at the fateful dice game, 
Draupadi becomes a slave to the Kauravas but they don’t find it easy to humiliate her. This results 
in Krishna’s vow to avenge her shame, which leads to the War and the end of the Age. 

Bhima, in particular, worships her and will die for her honour if he must. She is his inspiration. 
She has borne 5 sons and 5 daughters to her husbands. 

KUNTI 


Kunti is the beautiful, radiant mother of the 5 Pandu brothers, the consort of gods. 


Her first miraculous child, born out of wedlock to the sun god Surya, is the unlucky Karna, whom 
she sends away for fear of censure. 


The Pandu brothers, her other five sons by various divinities, are able to remain safely by her side 
under the patronage of King Pandu. 


The mother of champions, she’s attractive, intelligent and fierce and makes her appearance in 
flashbacks and at the end of the Battle, when she reveals to the others that Karna was their 
brother. 

PANDU 


The Pale King - many scholars believe his white skin was indicative of Pandu’s leprosy, which sug- 
gests a good visual, so let’s stick with it. 


Cursed to die if he ever dared sleep with his wife, Kunti, he was fortunate that Kunti’s mantra al- 
lowed her to summon god-energies into her womb and produce miracle children as Pandu’s heirs. 


Pandu finally died during a moment of reckless, ill-considered passion with Kunti. 
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Image of Kunti (center), mother of the Pandu brothers with Suhadra (left) and Uttara (right) 
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DHRITARASHTRA 


Born blind, he is first in line for the throne at Hastinapura. But his handicap renders him ineligi- 
ble and so Pandu takes his place. 


His wife Gandhari bandaged her eyes tight so that she could share her husband’s sightless con- 
dition. 


SHANTANU 


The man at the start of it all who set the story rolling into inevitable motion is King Shantanu, 
seen in flashback. 


He married a mysterious woman, revealed to be the river goddess Ganga, who bore him eight 
sons. The first seven she drowned —~ in order to free them from a curse — and the eighth she 
spared. This is the child we'll come to know as Bheeshma. 


The other sons of Shantanu are the leper Pandu and blind Dhritarashtra. Laws forbid having a 
blind monarch on the throne, so Pandu the Pale King takes charge at Hastinipura only to die 
when his sons ~ the Pandava brothers ~ are children, leaving Dhritarashtra in charge. The blind 
king appoints Yudish as his successor, provoking the jealousy of his own sons ~ the Kaurava 
brothers - and ultimately triggering the 18 days War. 


It is said that Shantanu had the power to touch an old person and restore their youth. 


Shantanu is as far back as our flashbacks go, so he seems like a figure from a long-gone gener- 
ation. A leader of the super-people of an earlier, more distant, more formal, mannered time. 


VILLAINS 


The ‘bad guys’ of the piece are the Kauravas. In the Mahabharata, it must be noted, ‘good’ and 


‘evil’ are not so rigidly or dualistically defined as in Western epics or stories. In the East it is under- 


stood that duty and misunderstanding can lead a good man to disaster just as easily as folly or 
greed. 


The ‘villains’ of the Mahabharata tend to represent the greedy, angry, jealous and brutish impulses 
that can retard human development. As such, these forces are understood not in the Western Us 
vs. Them, Good vs. Evil sense but as familiar human failings, common to us all. 


In order to give the epic a more Western ‘sound’, it may be necessary to amp up the cruelty and 
violence of the Kauravas, as well as the bestial nature of their allies, but let’s not forget the sub- 
tleties and ambiguities of true myth which make this drama special and give it the gritty human 
touch that sets the Mahabharata above the dualistic simplicity of Hollywood epics like ‘The Lord of 
the Rings’ or ‘Star Wars’. 


DURYODHANA 


Unlike the one-note lunatics, megalomaniacs or just plain Satanic villains of Western epic tales and 
movies, Duryodhana is a powerful, complex and sympathetic titan of churning emotion. This is no 
cackling Nazi super villain. Duryodhana represents the force of raging desire, greed and unstop- 
pable ambition in all of us. There’s even something we admire in his massive ferocity, his lack of 
compromise. 


Duryodhana is ‘King Desire’ and his name means ‘difficult to defeat’. He is the eldest son of the 
blind king Dhritarashtra, whose marriage to Ghandari resulted in 100 sons. 


When his father invited the 5 Pandu brothers to live at court, Duryodhana became instantly jeal- 
ous. He even tried to poison Bhima before setting fire to a flammable deathtrap of a house he had 
specially constructed for the Pandus to live - and die - in. 


His raging ambitions and unquenchable desires are the root cause of the 18 Days War. Not only 


does he cheat the Pandus in the dice game, he then proceeds to humiliate them, and their wife. Fi- 


nally, by refusing to give the 5 brothers their fair share of the kingdom, he provokes them into a 
War he is sure he will win. 


He is driven by rage, greed, and envy. His armour is intelligent metal, which adapts to his 
thoughts. He too is a master of the mace, and may even surpass Bhima. His fearsome mace and 
fully-armoured form can be seen in Mukesh’s illustrations, which also demonstrate his massive 
physicality and monstrous charisma. We all know Duryodhana’s lust, his greed, his negativity, his 
almost comedic sentimentality. He is us. 
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His armour is red. His banner is a black serpent on white. 


KARNA 


Karna is the character | think our audience will most identify with and the one the girls hate to love 
and love to hate. He’s the most tragic and misunderstood member of the cast. The ‘Hamlet’. 


Karna is a handsome, hawkish, brooding man, burdened with guilt and recrimination. This gifted 
super-warrior was born (in full shining armor!) the son of the sun god Surya. Karna was the boy 
most likely to succeed - until it all went wrong. 


He’s the black sheep in our story ~ for Karna is the lost, 6th Pandu brother! And now he’s on the 
wrong side, pledged to kill his own brother Arjuna! No luck, especially as he’s just found out his 
enemies are his kin and his entire world has been turned upside down. 


But then nothing goes right for Karna and it has soured him, made him tough, introverted, and 
quick with an acid remark. He is a man whose naturally bright disposition has been seared to black 
by life’s cruelties and ironies. Karna hides his thwarted idealism behind a cool, cynical shield that’s 
part aristocratic arrogance, part sneering outsider punk. He’s tall, superior, and shares all the traits 
of the born super-warrior, especially as he carries the pure Pandu god-strain via his mother Kunti. 


Karna is the miraculous son of the sun god Surya and the mortal woman Kunti. In return for her 
kindness and devotion, a great sage gifted Kunti with a secret and powerful mantra which could 
call down any god to impregnate her. Testing the mantra, she called on Surya who immediately 
obliged with a son. 


Unmarried and fearful of censure, Kunti placed her newborn son in a basket and sent him down- 
river, where he was found by a poor charioteer and his wife and raised as their own. 


Many years later, Karna becomes the pupil of the legendary super warrior DRONA. Believing Karna 
to be a lowly charioteer’s son - and not the super-warrior he is by birth - Drona is reluctant to 
allow him to surpass the accomplishments of the regal Arjuna. 


Dejected, rejected, our unlucky super-warrior is cursed several times - because he hid his identity 
and deceived his guru, Karna’s knowledge will one day fail him when he needs it most! 


And because he inadvertently killed a peasant’s prized cow, Karna is doomed fo die at a time when 
he is helpless to defend himself, just as the cow was helpless against him. 


When a great contest is announced to find suitors for the hand of the beautiful Draupadi, Karna 
finds himself competing against the great Arjuna and much to everyone's surprise proving himself 
the equal of the prince in every event - equalling all of Arjuna’s incredible feats. He wins the con- 
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test with his super-weapon but Draupadi, believing he is a lowly Charioteer’s son, spurns him in 
favour of the Pandu brothers. 


In anger, he joins the Kaurava’s cause, another foolish move which will result in him killing Abhi- 
manyu and facing the wrath of Arjuna. 


Knowing Karna’s true identity as the sixth Pandu brother, Krishna goes to him and begs him to re- 
turn to his family. Karna, pledged to Duryodhana who stood by him, asks only that Krishna keep 
his secret until he’s dead. 


When Bheeshma is given command of the Kaurava army, Karna refuses to fight until Bheeshma has 
fallen. 


Karna has the incredible Shakti-weapon of INDRA, given to him when he selflessly handed over his 
armor to an old beggar...and the beggar turned out to be the god Indra in disguise. It can be used 
only once. 


This superweapon can be seen clearly (depicted as an arrow rather than a spear) in Mukesh’s 
drawing of a conflicted Karna, silhouetted by the light coming through the window in a pattern rep- 
resenting the sun. 


This weapon, which he is supposed to save to use against Arjuna is eventually wasted against 
Gatokacha - killing the monstrous, hulking son of Bhima — and leaving Karna vulnerable to 
Arjuna’s arrow. 


Doomed Karna, as the cheated golden boy, turned snarling Goth cynic given a last chance, will be 
every outsider kid’s favourite cool super-anti-hero. 


Read more FREE comics on ReadComicOnline 


Concept art image of 
Karna fighting the 
half-demon 
warrior, Gatokacha 


BHEESHMA Right and Below Left: Above right: 

Character Designs Concept sketch 

Grandfather Bheeshma is the Big Man. Bheeshma the terrible. The SUPREME super-warrior of his Age, of Bheeshma for Drona 
Indestructible Bheeshma. He’s Obi Wan Kenobi and Arnold rolled into one but his time is coming to an 

end and perhaps he can feel the chill. No matter, it is said that Bheeshma will die only when he Below right: 

wants fo... Concept sketch of 

Dusashan 


Pure, celibate, principled and high-minded, Bheeshma is a great and subtle warrior, expert in the use 
of astras, endowed with rare mental and spiritual qualities as well as unparalleled strategic prowess. 
Even as an old man he is said to fight ‘like 5 Arjunas’ and can kill thousands in a single day. 


He is the son of the river goddess Ganga and King Shantanu. A dedicated loyal son, who put his 
father’s needs before his own and surrendered his claim to the throne in favour of his step-brothers, 
Pandu and Drish. 


He brought up Pandu and Drish and also saw to it that their sons, both Pandus and Kauravas, were 
educated to the highest standard. When the Kauravas goaded the Pandus to War, Bheeshma tried to 
arbitrate but destiny overtook the old hero. He sided with the Kauravas and accepted the position of 
Commander-In-Chief of Duryodhana’s legions, knowing that he was on the losing side. 


His is the story of the ultimate hero falling at last in the greatest battle of all time. 


For Bheeshma this can only be a tragedy ~ he wonders at the glories that might have been if the 
houses of the Pandus and Kaurava, instead of going to war, had founded a magnificent alliance. 


DRONA 


Drona is one of the greatest super-warriors of a previous generation, with all the majesty and gravitas / 
that endows him. He is hardcore, no nonsense, flint-eyed. The Sarge. He’s fought in battles all across 
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Bharat’s immense surface and in the mega-oceans beyond. He is a master of all the arts of war and 
can even bring down a vimana. He knows the astra-weapons and the war-mantras. He can survive 
anywhere, kill anyone or anything. He is the DaVinci of war. 


The original story tells how he was born in a bucket, or a basket ~ in our version that means he 
was a test tube super-child. 


Drona was the super-warrior who instructed the Pandu brothers in martial arts (including Karna), al- 
though Arjuna was always his favourite pupil. 


He married Kripa the half-sister of the hero Bheeshma, and his beloved son is the devious coward, 
Asthwathama. His love for his son is used against him in the ruse that results in Drona’s downfall. 


Drona is a big, badass figure with his own retinue of bodyguards, even though he scarcely needs 
them with his skills to fall back on. 


SHALYA 

Super-warrior Shalya is the King of the Madra people. His big moment comes near the end of the 
story when he’s appointed Commander-In-Chief of the devastated Kaurava forces on the final day of 
Battle. He’s an upright, duty-bound man who sticks it out until the end, when he is killed by Yud- 
ish, after distinguishing himself in the final conflict. 

JAYADRATH 

Jayadrath is another of Duryodhana’s 99 brothers. 

This gaudy bully and princely thug tried to seduce Draupadi and then kidnapped her, only to be re- 
lentlessly pursued by the Pandus. When they caught him, Bhima beat Jayadrath senseless before 
being stopped by Yudish (Bhima beat another suitor - General Kichaka - into an unrecognisable ball 
of flesh and shattered bone, which demonstrates his devotion to Draupadi). 


Mukesh shows Jayadrath in ornate blue and gold armour, which suits him well. 


I'd like to give Jayadrath a deadly gaze - some kind of optical implant that gives him death vision. 
He looks like he should have it. 


DUSASHAN 


Yet another of Duryodhana’s 99 brothers, he showed himself to be a cruel abuser of women when 
he hauled Draupadi down by the hair, sparking off the 18 Days War. 


Dusashan is angry and uncontrollable in his passions. We can see the kind of man he is in Mukesh’s 
steampunk-ish reference with the massive articulated claw. He is a savage, powerful fighter who plays 
by no rules but his own. A terror on the battlefield. His armour, like all the rest is powered by the local 
energy source. 


Bhima - who else? - drinks Dusashan’s blood in the end. 
ASTHWATHAMA 


Is the son of DRONA - a coward, he stamps his father’s killer to death in his sleep after the Battle and 
uses his weapon to kill a child in the womb. 


| think he’s the character in the full-face mask behind Dusashan in Mukesh’s drawing of Duryodhana’s 
crew; let’s keep him mysterious, un-talkative, always slipping in and out of the shadows, testing his 
weapons. 


SHAKUNI 


The ‘vulture’ is the unscrupulous uncle of Duryodhana, who tricks Yudish into losing everything at the 
Dice Game. 


Imagine a thoroughly unpleasant creep, the archetype of the ‘nasty uncle’ know-it-all sneak. The man 
with bad skin and no girlfriend, who seems to know too much and who views decency and honour 
with a jaded, cynical eye that’s always on the make. If there were cigarettes, we could imagine 
Shakuni chain-smoking, rolling the dice as his eyes shift around the room. And he’s the super-soldier 
version of that archetype! 


12 SUPREME ARCHERS 


Duryodhana’s army includes 12 super-archers, the finest in the world. Mukesh references them in ac- 
tion in his illustration. These 12 command the Kauravas legions of archers, so we tend to see more of 
them than of any others. 


The 12 can shoot further, faster and use many more different types of super-arrows than their fellow 
archers, which is why they’re special. They have access to deadly projectiles whose use is known and 
taught only to the 12. We will see more of them as the battle proceeds. 


The 12 Supreme Archers are genetically-enhanced with boosted ‘archer’ traits, which make them be- 
ings evolved to use bows. They use bows the way a dog barks, a bird flies or a shark kills. To be 
archers is their natural state, the ultimate perfect expression of their being. 
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Image of Jayadrath slaughtering the young warrior, Abhimanyu A Supreme Archer unleashes his arrows 


CREATURES AND MONSTERS 


The creatures are inspired by descriptions in the Mahabharata and allow us to have fun with battles 
against different kinds of opponents. In our story, all of the so-called ‘demons’ and monsters have 
their origins in genetic experiments conducted by the master scientist-philosophers of the Second Age. 


GATOKACHA 


Son of Bhima and the monster-girl Hidimbi, Gatokacha is the Pandu version of the incredible Hulk ~ a 
young warrior who becomes a monster when the lights go down. 


In his human form, he’s part of the Pandu army mentioned above. In his monster form ~ fanged, 
clawed, hairy and possessed of the eerie ability to fight with maya, the weapons of illusion, misdirec- 
tion and deception ~ he belongs here. 


ALAMBUSA 


ls a fearful shape shifting rakshasa who works for Duryodhana. Twice as tall as any other warrior. He 
is clawed and fanged and covered in hair but he can change his size and shape and command dark- 
ness, illusion and other weapons of maya. 


RAKSHASAS 


The Rakshasas are described as ‘demons’ in the original text and take various forms that I’ve tried to 
break down into recognisable categories, rooted in some kind of ‘reality’. 


They are... 
DINOSAURS and LIZARD MEN 


These ferocious and intelligent lizard creatures are evolutionary hybrids spawned in the vats of the 
Second Age of Science. 


The Rakshasas appear as evolved dinosaurs - most of the troops are raptor-like creatures but there are 
also towering, fierce-eyed Tyrannosaur warriors with human-like arms, each wielding a brutal ma- 
chete...and a ‘shaman’ with a Triceratops-style bony fan of a headdress and a beaked face with pierc- 
ings and feathers and war paint as he beats on a painted drum. The Rakshasas exude a primitive, 
tribal quality, shaking crude, wooden shields bound with iron, spears and machetes, swinging blazing 
pots of burning oil. They wear rough-hewn helmets, misshapen, jewel-encrusted crowns, breastplates 
and steel gauntlets. Monstrous creatures conversing in a language of snaps and snarls and blows. 


The Lizard Men use sophisticated manipulation of the R-complex reptilian brain to keep their big di- 
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nosaur ‘soldiers’ in line. In the ancient past of 18 Days there are still living remnants of the Age of 
Dinosaurs and they too are used as beasts of war. 


BEAST MEN 


These include giants, throwbacks, cave dwellers and barbaric tribes swept into Duryodhana’s serv- 
ice and kept under control by the superior strength of the Kauravas, good food and outright fear. 
They are huge, strong and brutish, mostly lacking in meaningful intelligence but powerful enough 
to spice up a battle. Easily controlled, they supply muscle to keep the machines rolling. 


The Beast Men wear control devices on their heads which allow them to be more easily manipu- 
lated into battle by Duryodhana’s ‘sorcerers’ or, using remote-control, by the super-warriors them- 
selves, who may thus convert whole legions into remote extensions of their own armour. 


Beast Men leaders can be identified by these headband-like devices. They and their followers will 
appear as cannon fodder for the heroes in several scenes. 


SORCERERS 


These are the hunched and hooded, ‘shamanic’ figures who represent Old Magic, creepy forgotten 


Early concept art for a Rakshasa demon warrior 


33 


sciences. These witchy casters of spells and shape shifters hide their ghastly withered bodies be- 
hind tattered robes. Their dark studies have brought them power from the dark side of nature but 
at a terrible cost. They can be dispersed using astras and other super weapons and are vulnerable 
to the ‘magic’ of the Pandu army’s occult masters and philosopher-scientists. 


These ‘sorcerer’ characters always act as a group — they should move together in unison like some 
creepy dance troupe of broken scarecrows. Nobody knows what they are but they use some foul 
diseased retro-tech shaman magic of guts and bones and smoke to enact their foul wills. 


WAR ELEPHANTS 


These monstrous beasts have huge steam punk howdahs on their backs. These weapons turrets 


have room for a crew of handlers and soldiers and the animal itself is cybernetic ally-augmented 
for maximum aggression and efficiency. They are living war-machines. 


SUPRITIKA 


This albino super-elephant is the lord of the war-beasts. A Moby Dick of elephants, with the intelli- 
gence of a man and the temper of a god. Supritika is stronger, faster, more invincible and more 
cunning in battle than any other elephant of his kind. He is a mass of flesh and implanted metal, 
armoured with a cybernetic shell studded with weapons prostheses and a great command center 
howdah on his back — directly plugged into the great elephant’s brain by huge sparking cables. 


Supritika is commanded by Bagadhatta, the mighty-mountain king. This pair calls for a unique con- 
ceptual design — a gigantic albino elephant with cyber-prosthetic implants and weapons, ridden by 
a giant of a man in magnificent savage armour. 


MARKANDEYA 

Markandeya is the great engine of prophecy as drawn by Mukesh. | much prefer this idea to depict- 
ing Markandeya as a normal man, so let’s go with this. It allows for longer shots and no elaborate 
facial animation in the human characters, which is presumably a good idea. 


Part man, part super-computer, Markandeya is a bizarre survivor from an earlier age of unimagin- 
able scientific achievement. 
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BHARAT 


Our setting is the primordial mega-continent known as Bharat. It’s the original super landmass that 
existed before continental drift (or was it the events of our story that) broke it into the familiar 
shapes we know. Bharat is as big as America plus Asia, plus China, Australia, Africa, and Europe. 
It’s big, with lots of room for adventure, intrigue and all out super-war. Bharat is home to various 
smaller kingdoms. 


The capital city is at Hastinapura, founded by Hastin, the son of the first King Bharata. 


The warring kingdoms of Bharat are mostly united by the heroic exploits of the Pandus in the early 
years before the war. 


Bharat is a storybook continent with every imaginable landscape available somewhere on its vast 
surface. It teems with animal life and mythic beings. There are monsters, barbarians, demons, 
kings and cities. Forests, deserts, mountain ranges, great rivers. The look is inspired by the India of 
science fiction dreams ~ where the Ganges river is miles wide, and the Himalayan peaks tower to 
the edge of space, and where superhuman warriors use gleaming technology that makes our own 
look cheap and shoddy. 


KURUKSHETRA 


This is the principal location for much of our action. The vast battlefield across which the Pandavas 
and Kauravas struggle has a name that literally means ‘The Field of Action’. 


It is an enormous plain, as big as a US state or small European country, with hills rising to moun- 


The path leading to the hidden lair of Markandeya 


tains on either side, like two walls. Check some genuine stats on the actual site of the Battle in 
Northern India, then blow the whole thing up to epic scale and make it the size of a country. 


The Field of Action should be vast enough to have a little bit of almost every kind of geography - 
from the spectacular high mountains and lofty plateaus where the armies first gather in their Pavil- 
ions to the rolling hills that sweep down onto the immense horizons of the valley plain itself, 
there’s an opportunity to see a little bit of every terrain, including the monstrous shattered Grand 
Canyon that will split the battlefield down the middle in our climactic scenes. The backgrounds of 
Mukesh’s paintings reference the type of scenery and particularly the scale of the battlefield very 
well. There are said to be forests around the plain as well as rivers and lakes. 


The Battlefield is haunted by carrion creatures of all kinds - vultures, hyenas, rats. With each new 
day, each new churn of the soil to mud, each new pile up of corpses, it only gets worse. 


In esoteric or yogic readings of the battle, The Field of Action is recognized as a metaphor for the 
human body, in which desire wars constantly with restraint. This battle is fought in every human 
heart, every day. 


Our heroes, therefore, all represent various virtues used to conquer the ultimately self-destructive 
appetites of King Desire —i.e., Duryodhana, i.e., greed and anger and all our other vices. We 
should keep this in mind as we dramatise their struggles. Seeing the battle in its own right - as a 
hyper-tealistic blood and guts struggle for territory on an epic, science-mythic scale - is very impor- 
tant for the look of the project but there are other more metaphorical levels which might suggest 
an expressionistic approach where terrain, lighting and weather conditions can be heightened to 
match the emotional content of scenes. This is a battlefield of the heart, mind and spirit also so it 
can be filled with thunder, explosions, sturm und drang that express the raw, archetypal passions 
of the heroes and villains we all have within us. 


At the height of the battle the plains will be riven across by a gigantic ‘Grand Canyon’ split in the 
earth itself - as the continent Bharat shatters in two and thus begins continental drift and the early 
beginnings of the Dark Age and the world as we know it. 

DWAIPAYANA LAKE 

This is where Duryodhana comes at the end of the battle to cool himself down. 


MISSILE PAVILIONS 


These incredible pavilions are a series of high platforms in the peaks overlooking the Battletield. 
We get a hint of this environment in Mukesh’s drawings of the armies facing one another at dawn. 


The big central pavilions for both sides represent the base encampments to which they retreat after 
each day’s fighting. 


Strung along the mountain chain and either side of these HQ pavilions, both armies have satellite 
pavilions, arranged like watchtowers along the length of the immense Battlefield at Kurukshetra. 
With vimana landing pads, field hospitals, mess halls and the full infrastructure of a vast war ef- 
fort, these Missile Pavilions are almost like small, modular nomad villages. The HQ base camps are 
like little makeshift tented towns. 


The pavilions can launch WMDs from silo arrays - as seen in Mukesh’s drawing ~ as well as sup- 
porting huge rotating missile 
turrets aimed into the sky to 
bring down vimanas. 


BASE CAMPS 


From eagle-eye vantage 
points, the combatants can 
gaze down each night and 
every morning upon the plain 
far below to see the green 
grasslands replaced by a 
scabby ruin of blood and mud, 
littered with the fallen, 
burned-out shells of vimanas, 
pocked and aflame, piled high 
with millions dead while 
carrion devours the last of 

the supermen. 


These ‘Mount Olympus’ spots 
will make for good ‘overview’ 
pauses to reflect so let’s think 
of the high cold mountain air, 
the stark blue skies, and 

the technology of the 
super-warriors. 


PANDU CAMP 


In terms of character, the tented city that is the Pandu Camp has a certain ascetic, world-weary, 
Spartan quality. These men have plans and formations to consider. They are soldiers bred to fight 
and they don’t mind fighting but these soldiers know the end is coming. There is a certain resigna- 
tion here. Dedication to the fight. 


KAURAVA CAMP 


The Kaurava Camp is marked by grandiose displays of power and wealth. Duryodhana likes his 
bling. They have dancing girls, fire-eaters and sideshows to keep the troops happy after hours. 
They're into the mess and the cruelty of it all and long to see the final humiliation of the Pandus. 


Duryodhana’s ranks have the quality of an evil carnival, while the Pandava ranks have the drilled 
precision of a martial choir. The Pandavas are here to restore a kingdom, avenge a slight to a lady, 
and fulfil a great and terrible destiny. 

VIMANA INTERIORS 

We'll need to see the interior of at least one of these craft and possibly more than one. They are 
thought-controlled vehicles. The light inside is soft, moody and mysterious, the technology is deco- 
ative and well-designed. 

KAMYAKA - MARKANDEYA’S ASHRAM 


As seen in Mukesh’s reference drawing, Markandeya and his ashram at Kamyaka become one and 


the same - a vast clockwork garden of wisdom, where the last surviving man-machine super-intelli- 


gence of the Second Age of Silver delivers his prophetic words. 


HASTANIPURA 


The setting for much of the flashback action, this is the incredible capital city of Bharat. We need to 
depict a dream city of the ancient world, where super-beings fill the skies in their wonder-machines. A 
city where the decorative flourishes of ancient Indian architecture combine with the soaring lines of fu- 
turist dreams. 


In this city, humans are born into castes ~ like the cells in a human body, they are born to fulfil strict 
genetically-assigned roles necessary for the creation and maintenance of civilization - Philosophers, 
Warriors, Businessmen and Labourers. 


So Hastinapura is the Indian Metropolis, a super-Dubai in mythic times, with towering skyscrapers set 
against saffron skies. This is the original ‘city that never sleeps.’ It has to feel like the most exciting 
place on Earth - with the energy of New York, Bombay, London and Los Angeles all wrapped together - 
because it is. 


HASTINAPURA - THE PALACE 

We'll need interiors for flashbacks set in the mega-acres of royal gardens, hunting grounds and ‘dojos’ 
where the superhuman fighting skills of the Pandus and Kauravas are drilled into them by wise and 
ruthless masters of martial arts. 

This is where the little princes fight the boyish battles that will end as epic wars. 

Throne room interiors and barracks will be needed. 


VARANAVATA - THE HOUSE OF JOY 


When the Pandus are sent away from Hastinapura to Varanavata to suit Duryodhana’s schemes of con- 
quest, they live in this magnificent house, in spacious quarters lined with gold and filled with every comfort. 


But the luxurious House of Joy is actually a booby-trap constructed at Duryodhana’s instruction - its 
gilded walls are packed with flammable materials. The Pandus escape through tunnels they have con- 
structed. 


PANCHALA - THE CONTEST ARENA 

This arena in the city of Panchala ~ ruled by King Drupada - is where the suitors of the beautiful Drau- 
padi gather to show off their prowess in an attempt to win the most incredible irresistible warrior 
princess of her age. 

INDRAPRASTHRA 


The ‘brilliant city’ created in the desert with the help of Krishna’s architects and builders ~ including 
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Maya the divine architect who can make things appear from nothing. Dwaraka is a fabulous island that sinks at the end of the Third Age, making an obvious connection to 
legends of Atlantis, Mu and other downed continents. This design should be more mysterious than the 


The growing prosperity of this city incites the jealousy of Duryodhana, unhappy to see his hated others, Krishna lives in mystical splendour. 


cousins prospering. He imagines them laughing at him, and vows to destroy them. 
THE WILDERNESS DEVALOKA 


This ultimate forest with its tigers, wildmen, wraiths and spirits, is home to the Pandus during their 


13-year exile Arjuna travels by vimana to the heavenly astral realm of the spirits as we'll see in a flashback. In De- 


valoka it always day and night at the same time ~ a permanent twilit ‘magic hour’. The broad streets 


A place of magical groves, sunlit waterfalls, lakes, bluffs, groves, etc. We'll need a specific spot for — are of gold and silver, the houses and palaces of crystal and imaginary metals. Its skies are filled with 
the ‘hidden arsenal’ flashback, where Aruna and his team have secreted their weapons up a tte flying vimanas and flying people from many worlds and times. 
in a winding sheet, so that they'll be mistaken for a corpse and left alone. 


HASTINAPURA - THE CRYSTAL PALACE SAMANTAPANCHAKA 


Built by an envious Duryodhana after witnessing the splendours of Indraprasthra ~ the Crystal This is the holy site of the climactic duel between Bhima and the conquered Duryodhana. The Northern 
Palace is a colossal shrine to bling. 
Altar of Brahma offers a circular arena surrounded by seating for onlookers. 


Here is where the fateful dice game takes place, surrounded by a crowd of spectators - Pandus and 
Kauravas. HIMALAYAN PEAKS 


7 ' 
pe Renee eee We'll see these at the end when the Pandus eventually go there to die. The mountains are ten times 
We see the interior of Krishna’s court in flashback when Arjuna and Duryodhana visit to ask for his help. the size of any we know today. 
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VEHICLES 

VIMANAS 

Vimanas are fleets of flying machines at the command of the opposing enemy Kings and their sup- 
porters. They appear in the skies throughout Episode 1 but we don’t see interiors or pilots until 
later in the series (which gives us a chance to talk about girl pilots). 

The aerial war is going on simultaneously with the War on the ground so vimanas of various sizes 
will crash on the Battlefield, providing extra hazard and spectacle as the action unfolds. Dogfights 
and bombardments will be commonplace, as will overhead smoke and thunder and lightning ~ 
whether real, weaponized or divine in origin. Superheroes at War in the ancient world! 

Vimanas come in various shapes. 


TROOP CARRIER VIMANAS 


As the name suggests, these are bulky non-aggressive vimanas used to fly new fighters to the front 
as well as to carry off the wounded and injured. 


FIGHTER VIMANAS 


These are the cool, sleek ones ~ some fighters are one and two man vimanas, others are crewed 
with up to five. 


The Pandu fleet is strong on fighters but lacks the heavy firepower and long-range capability of the 
Kaurava Bombers. 


It would be good to give them a distinctive movement - | like the idea of darting, hovering moves 
like insects or hummingbirds. This movement is reported in some UFO sightings and might add an 
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unsettling touch. 

BOMBER VIMANAS 

These are the super-massive hi-altitude dreadnaughts which conduct surveillance, long-range bom- 
bardment and refuelling operations. They have crews of 30 and can relay real time strategic infor- 
mation from high above he battletield. 


The Pandus rely on smaller fighter craft to gather information - and also to bring down the 
Bombers. 


We see the underside of a big vimana in Mukesh’s drawing of Bheeshma sounding his conch. The 
Kauravas can afford heavy artillery. 


ANTI-GRAVITY CHARIOTS 


Again, | like Mukesh’s idea of anti-gravity chariots propelled by specially trained charioteers ~ as 
seen in the picture of Abhimanyu and the twins Nakula and Sadeva in battle. 


All technology should consider embracing some of this retro-Indian-steam punk aesthetic. 


WEAPONS 


Weapons range from the technological - energy-based projectile weapons, missile warheads and 
microwave projectors ~ to the basic, such as swords and spears and clubs for close quarters melee 
fighting. The major super-warriors all have weapons which seem almost magical - techno-divine 
artefacts of the Second and Third Ages, which can shoot ‘arrows’ of pure destructive energy, 
ranging in power from anti-personnel capability to tactical nuke power. The energy is Unified 

Field energy, manipulated by telepathy. 


BATTLE FORMATIONS 


The armies in the Mahabharata used a number of different fighting formations during their attacks. 
A vajra lightning bolt formation would be used to strike directly through the opposing troops. A 
crescent formation would be used to surround a foe and so on. There are crocodile formations and 
bird formations. This allows for an aerial view where we see the armies as huge composite 
creatures, forming their component parts into gigantic offensive configurations to fight on the 
mega-scale. 


Each day of the battle begins with a different troop formation, and these will be expanded upon in 
the scripts where appropriate. 


Everything super-warriors do is bigger than life. Their fights cause seismic shifts, their blows kill 
hundreds, sometimes thousands at a time. They can hurl huge weights at one another and take 
massive punishment. 


ARMOUR 


Super-warrior armour represents one of the Third Age’s most incredible scientific achievements. 
Super-warrior armour is alive, adaptable and intelligent - augmenting the warrior’s natural prowess 
and endurance by factors of ten. Super-warriors have access to instant data feeds. Their armour 
has cooling and heating systems, injury monitoring and limited first aid capabilities and can be 
powered-up to hyper-levels or powered down to conventional strength depending on the fight. The 
armour can be considered as wearable machinery. 


ASTRAS 


Astras are God Weapons. They are special-use intelligent super-weapons saved for decisive 
moments in Battle. Full mastery of the astras is taught only to the finest super-warrior students. 


The Mahabharata describes numerous super-weapons in detail, some of which seem like eerily 
accurate Jane’s Catalogue specs for tactical nuclear missiles and particle cannon. 
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Our heroes use astras in the form of lasers and microwave weapons. They also have hand held 
missile launchers and exo-skeletal armour. They use tactical missiles, gas and bombs as well as 
enhanced swords, spears and cudgels for close combat fighting. 


There are explosive astras, astras which bring light to darkness, weather control astras which 
summon or quell fierce winds, lightning-like astras, astras which bring sleep or unconsciousness 
and others which make rain. They are intelligent weapons and certain of them can be calmed and 
placated with something resembling worship. 


Astras can often be used only once, and if used a second time will turn on their users. 


PERSONAL WEAPONS include: 
GANDIVA 


This is Arjuna’s super-bow, which Mukesh draws as a weapon of living fire, capable of shooting 
bolts of lightning. That’s fine by me. Perhaps it should be solid until he picks it up when it 
becomes fire. The bow is capable of launching all kinds of fantastic arrows and bolts so we needn't 
limit it to lightning. There are arrows that counteract the effect of weapons used against them - so 
if Arjuna is attacked by a fire weapon, his arrow will act like water to extinguish it. 


BHIMA’S MACE 


| don’t know if Bhima’s mace was given a name - perhaps Mahabharata scholars can help me here 
~ but it’s his primary weapon and can be seen in Mukesh’s illustrations. The mace is a gift from 
Maya and is essentially a monstrous hammer, powered by Third Age energy sources - they had 
access to some kind of unified field free energy source, including electrical, gravitational, weak 
nuclear and strong nuclear aspects - which is capable of killing thousands and wrecking 
landscapes with a single blow. 


Bhima cuts a notch in the shaft of his mace for every Kaurava brother he kills. 
DURYODHANA’S MACE 


This, of course, is the Darth Vader lightsaber version of Bhima’s mace. As drawn by Mukesh, 
Duryodhana’s mace is black and red, crackling with dark, toxic power. 


In Duryodhana’s hands, this weapon can level hillsides, crack the walls of a city or shatter the 
spine of a superman. 


BHEESHMA’S BOW 


Bheeshma too has an incredible divine bow ~ a creation of super-science and master craftsmen, 
capable of launching deadly plasma WMDs across miles of Battlefield. A single arrow shot from the 
bow can multiply into hundreds of lethal projectiles. 


KARNA’S SPEAR 
Karna’s super-weapon, the Vijaya, is a gift from Indra. Sometimes described as a one shot spear 


which cannot fail to hit its target, sometimes as an arrow. Again, Mukesh drew it as a mystical 
arrow so we can consider leaving it as that. 
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EXT. COSMIC SPACE 
FADE IN... 


na swirling, ethereal condensation of glowing celestial gasses. Incoherent tendrils seem to 

become focused, forming patterns, structures, networks of light and dark — the vast 

structures of intergalactic clouds become apparent. They condense to form what, seen from 

this godlike distance, appears to be a vast, semi-abstract FACE — one half made of light, the 
other half a shadow, with one great swirling white galactic mass as its left eye and a dark spiral for 
its right eye. 


The voice of MARKANDEYA is ancient and wise, with sifting sand and clockwork. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
First, there is BRAHMA, the SELF-AWARE IMMENSITY, whose thoughts unfold as all the known 
and unknown things. Stars and spaces between stars, human flesh and the green of trees and 
the voices you hear or the words that you read and you are all Brahma thinking. 


EXT. GALACTIC SPACE 


Now we plunge into the eye through dark right eye, which is an entry into the local cluster of 
galaxies. .. 


EXT. SOLAR SYSTEM 

...Where we zoom in across light years of distance, towards one particular yellow star set deep in 
the living emptiness. We approach past the giant outer planets of Earth’s solar system. Saturn. 
Jupiter. And a mystery planet, where the asteroid belt is now. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
Brahma is so vast that one single day in the life of the Immense Being lasts four billion, 
three hundred and twenty million years...or one Great Day, in which four ages of the Earth 
are repeated like the cycle of seasons. 


Mars, the moon, and the EARTH itself coming closer — a blue white glowing pearl in the darkness. 
Cloud patterns and oceans swirl around the primeval supercontinent (known fo current science 
as PANGAEA). 
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EXT. PRIMORDIAL EARTH 
We dive down towards the planet through the gauzy upper layers of atmosphere, falling with the 


rain to the world of the FIRST AGE — the mountains rising from raging oceans. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
In the springtime in the morning of the GOLDEN AGE, perfect men and women lived for thou- 


sands of years in an earthly paradise that knew no sorrow, evil, sickness or fear. 


EXT. WISHING TREES 

Gigantic primordial trees rise up to provide homes for the glorious people... The unearthly golden 
humans of the Immaculate Age are calmly exultant in the sparkling rainbow bliss rain that falls on 
everything and makes it glow and scintillate as if lit from within... . 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 


Nature, God and Man were one in mutual fulfilment. 


The perfect, airbrushed quality of this Immaculate World is breathtaking. Its people are kind and 


strong and fearless, like a whole race of perfect sages. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
And rains of pure heavenly bliss fell like blessings on the Immaculate People born to this 


happy long-gone dawn. 


The rain fills the screen, blurring out the background image. The rain blur hides the decline of the 
Second Age but we see two men — one watering the roots of a big wishing tree, the other looking 
at his own smaller wishing tree... then back at the other man. Rain begins to obscure them, as the 


covetous man picks up a rock and moves towards the man with the watering can. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
Yet, for all their great majesty and understanding, nothing could protect the People from 
Time. And so, in the SECOND AGE of SILVER, evil came to the Earth, in the form of greed. 


The rain blur seems to melt the wishing trees into decaying webs as though we're seeing 
them die and turn skeletal and spectral then vanish. 


The rain comes into foreground, filling the screen with drops. 


EXT. RAMA SCENE 
Then through the rain drops, a fish-eye lens perspective into another time... 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
In the Great Summer Afternoon, glorious paragons like RAMA came to contend with the 


encroaching powers of Darkness and ignorance. And so WAR was created. 
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MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 


And with war came the SUPER-WARRIORS, a new race of ultimate men and women sent 


to stem civilization’s decline at the end of the Second Age. 


The kshatriyas are born — super-warriors of the ancient world represented by three incredible 
people standing under the vaulted, decorated ceiling of some magnificent lofty temple of the 
Second Age — two man and a woman, with golden skin and eyes and amazing outfits that 
make them look like superheroes of the ancient world They're in a ‘laboratory’ space — weird 
alembics and, test tubes, bizarre Vedic machines running on Tesla coils and huge, inscribed 
batteries (it’s said of the second age that its inventions were ones which ‘eliminated the illu- 
sion of time’ — as the inventions of the fourth age eliminate the illusion of distance, so our 
Mahabharata heroes will have their own weird versions of Vedic cell-phones and computers — 
as we'll see in the next episode). The laboratory has the atmosphere of a Temple — the peo- 
ple are no longer at one with ‘God’, but now have special places of science worship where 
they go to experience the mystery of ‘his’ presence. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
And for a time they succeeded. 
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EXT. SECOND AGE CITY 


Move through the fabulous electrically-lit city where statues of 


heroes stand as a monument to opulence and arrogance. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
But then, no longer able to speak or bargain with the small- 


est creatures, they become prey fo a new misery. 


INT. MIRRORED CHAMBER 

A typical hero of the Third Age takes off his helmet to look at his 
face in the mirror. There is a dawning horror in his expression as 
he examines a previously unheard-of blemish — a ferocious yel- 


low-headed PIMPLE disfigures his otherwise perfect skin. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 


Disease. 


With terror and disgust, he reaches up to SQUEEZE. 
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gutted. A raven tears at the eye of young ABIMANYHU then takes off, winging its way across a 
Pus hits the screen, covering it in bilious yellow smog, through which we hear the cries of ravens black desert of death. 


and the howling of jackals. 
MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 


When we of the Great Autumn Afternoon depart, the terrible FOURTH AGE of Winter Night 
begins. The Sinister Age, the Age of Iron. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
Prophecy says this Third Age of ours will end soon, in its turn, on an epic battlefield, upon 


the crack of the Ages... 


The smog parts to reveal the horror of a BATTLEFIELD — we are looking at the aftermath of the Ma- 
habharata war on the field of Kurukshetra. The dead lie everywhere, great heroes felled, smashed, 


EXT. DARK CITY 


A man in a toiling, grey city street pulls up his collar, glances FURTIVELY around. Paranoid, his 


darting attention zeroes in on... 


A SUSPICIOUS BAG left unattended. 


Then a creepy-looking HOMELESS MAN, who grins horribly. 


THUGGISH POLICEMEN, nodding at him as he walks past. 


The man glances up, sweating, as a CCTV camera swivels to capture his frightened guilty expression 


on a little screen. 


The screen is joined by others as we PULL BACK to see dozens of CCTV monitor screens — filled with 


delayed versions of the images we've just seen... 


EXT. SURVEILLANCE CENTRAL 


A man watches them all. Pull back and he in turn appears on a thousand screens in an 
INFINITE REGRESSION. 


The POV pulls back, and the screens are all laid across a curved, domelike surface which is then 


revealed as the faceted eye of a FLY. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
And at its end, evil will engulf the Earth. 


EXT. DARK CITY - NIGHT 


The fly is perched on a dead body in a heap of bodies. It takes off and we follow it through a 
burning, bombed-out nightmare landscape of disease, hunger, poverty and death. Knives flash. A 
woman is gang-raped. People fight over garbage in this bleak, apocalyptic vision of tomorrow. 
Desperate and hungry, someone squashes the fly, as it lands on the stinking remains of food on the 
refuse heaps. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
Life will be extinguished. 


Z00M into a screaming mouth stuffing itself with rotten food remains, into BLACKNESS, SIRENS 
howling then fading... 


..Until all that remains is the hollow sound of doomsday winds. 


The blackness slowly resolves to reveal the dim horizon line that splits a sulphurous yellow sky 
from the blasted ground below it. 


~ 
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EXT. DEAD EARTH - DAY 


The hellish yellow mustard and red light of morning dawns on a dead world. 


Ahead are the remains of New York jutting from desert sands in a world of howling 


winds and poisonous methane atmosphere. 


Cooked under a heavily-overcast, turbulent sky lit by lightning, the planet Earth has 


succumbed to a runaway Greenhouse effect. There are bones ahead in the sand and 


the remains of automobiles beyond, with the skeletal framework of scaffolding and 


crumbled stone that is all that remains of a once great city. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
At last, as the whole world shudders and dies, RUDRA will come in the form of 


Seven Suns fo obliterate and erase creation. 


EXT. SPACE 


The planet Earth as SEVEN SUNS rise and their light turns everything WHITE... 


and the white resolves and is a CANDLE FLAME flickering. 
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EXT. ASHRAM - NIGHT 


We're in the Ashram at KAMYAKA, TWO YEARS before the great war of the Mahabharata. LORD KR- 
ISHNA sits below us, facing away, backlit into silhouette by the candle flame (we don’t want to 
show him in all his glory just yet). He’s not wearing his armour here and is instead garlanded and 
draped in silks as he relaxes with the teller of tales. 


MARKANDEYA 
That then is the short history of the four Ages, as you asked...and now it is your genera- 
tion’s turn to take its place in the archives. 


Around the flame sit the mighty, gruff BHIMA, as well as Yudish and Arjuna (proud, clear heroes) 
and the old storyteller MARKANDEYA who sits to the right of the grouping as he solemnly completes 
his tale. All are lit from the center to create dramatic sensuous shadows. 


Krishna’s blue hands clap softly with appreciation. His wrists are encased in engraved, bejeweled 
bracelets. Markandeya nods, proudly. 


Bhima shakes his head, frowning at the bleak vision of the future he’s just heard. 


BHIMA 
But wait a minute. | mean, if the world is doomed to evil in the coming Age...what’s the 


point of our lives? Our exile? Our war against Duryodhana? 


MARKANDEYA 


Lord Krishna who knows all... 


He defers to Krishna, who picks up a fruit... then speaks. Follow only his hands here — we don’t 


see his face until the end. 
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KRISHNA 
Try to see it this way. Light burns low in the Sinister Age but it’s not fully extinguished and 
so it seems much brighter and easier to find in all the surrounding gloom. 


[BEAT] 
Any man or woman, anyone, born in that terrible time of emergency to come only has to 
SPEAK MY NAME once. I'll find them and | will save them. That's why we like to think of the 
Sinister Age as the best of all to be born in. When it ends, another GREAT DAY begins...do 
you understand? A NEW Golden Age follows the darkness. 


Close on his lips as he speaks. We don’t see him yet. 


KRISHNA 
However, if you Pandava Brothers fail to defeat the Kauravas in the war to rule Bharat, this 
truth will be lost to the darkness. The name of Krishna will be forgotten, do you understand? 
The word of Krishna will be lost. 
[BEAT] 
And no one will be saved. 


Krishna blows out the candle. Bhima nods slowly. 


Close on the yellow catlike eye of KRISHNA. Set like a jewel beneath a jet-blue brow. He lays down 
the terrifying ground rules. 


KRISHNA 
This is a battle that cannot be fought without you. You cannot choose not fo fight. 
Billions unborn await the outcome, brave Bhima. In time to come, you see, every human 
being will be called in some way or another to take his or her own place on the battlefield at 
Kurukshetra and they will look to you for their instruction. 


Rising up out of the Ashram into a glorious, luscious night after the monsoon. 

Water drips into the lotus pools and the night is alive with the calls of birds and animals — so un- 
like the hellish dead world at the end of the Kali Yuga. This place is rich with meaning and life and 
mystery. We see Krishna’s back below. 


KRISHNA 
So when you stand before the armies of Duryodhana, be inspired to action by this: your 
success or failure will determine the future fate of all humankind. 


[BEAT] 
No pressure, | hope. 


Go back to his face on the final beat, wry Krishna (he always had a sense of humour and 
playfulness) bites into his fruit. 


EXT. KURUKSHETRA BATTLEFIELD - DAWN 


But it is only a memory — a tiny cameo image in the pupil of the eye of Bhima as we pull back 
from his proud face. The light is different now — an eerie pre-dawn ashen light glows in the sky. 
There are others — all in armour. We stand among an ARMY numbering in the MILLIONS. The front 
rank stretches out and into view above their heads come hovering vimanas. Here are YUDHISH, 
ARJUNA, BHIMA, BHAGADATTA, the magnificent young ABIMANYHU. .. 


At the head of the army is kingly YUDHISH. Calm, keen-eyed, at attention. He takes deep, pranic 
breaths. An inhalation first. 


As if through his eyes we gaze out across the vast and beautiful field of KUKRUKSHETRA — its 
grasses waving in a gracious breeze, its. . .|ts last moment of peace. 


The first of the dawn birds begin to sing. The light is perfect, pre-dawn. Yudhish exhales. 


And at his side, his brother ARJUNA inhales, matching Yudhish breath for breath. Arjuna has his bow 

in one hand — the Gandiva, gift of Agni, the Fire God, a matchless piece of divine sci-fi engineering 

from the ancient world, which seems to be made of quicksilver and bright jewels. It has button con- 

trols and even small ‘electronic’ display readouts, with Sanskrit symbols appearing and disappear- 
= = ing. The arrows in his quiver seem to be made of light. But Arjuna seems a little troubled and 
frowns, as if he’s trying to CONTROL his breath to master some deep emotion. His banner displays 
a miraculous moving image of the monkey god Hanuman. 


As if through his eyes we see the sparkling waters of the Saraswati river. The single ripple across 
the lake of ... 


Arjuna and Yudhishtira exhale. 


(GC Ae % 
cs ( (C7 6 ie - G Aa ey Then BHIMA, SADEVA, NAKULA, BHAGADATTA, young handsome ABHIMANYU, GATOKACHA, 
Be ©) : By SHIKANDI, DRISHTA, DRUPADA...the WHOLE PANDU ARMY... inhales as one — making a GIANT 
Ni = = RUSHING SOUND like a calm wind. The grass on the field of Kurukshetra bends TOWARDS them and 
\ | i@ the world holds its breath. The cosmos waits. Nothing moves. The clouds stop. Even the birds in the 


air seem frozen there... 
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Then the army breathes out...and the grass blows in the opposite direction. 
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And there is a distant sound, coming CLOSER. A crunching rumble like an earthquake; the earth begins 
to shudder and split. Clouds boil over the horizon. The first of the dark vimanas hover overhead. 
Hideous, dissonant notes of conches blow. 


Then the army of the KAURAVAS marches over the horizon with its banners flying against the dawn. 
Millions of them as an advancing wall under boiling, burgeoning clouds as the morning breaks. War- 
riors in chariots, archers, battle-mace fighters, swordsmen... .they form into an awesome battle forma- 
tion, led by ten commanders. Ahead of these marches the line of the eleventh legion — stretching as if 
from horizon to horizon. 


They march across the screen, led by white-bearded indomitable BHEESHMA, carrying his banner with 
its emblem of a white palm tree surmounted by five stars. Booted feet and hooves of horses stamp on 
flowers, reducing the field of Kurukshetra to mud as they pass. 

Then they STOP in one great stamp of feet, making the earth tremble. 

Seen from the air, in their vast formation, the armies of the Kauravas appear endless ... 

There is silence across the vast field as the lordly sun rises behind the Kauravas, casting long shadows. 
In the heart of the front line is a white sovereign parasol under which we find DURYODHANA. His bes- 
tial face is mostly backlit by the rising sun but his eyes blaze in the darkness; greedy, demonic. . .as 
though something awful looks out from inside his head. His banner is a black serpent on a golden 
cloth. At his side are the magnificent, mature DRONA, and lean, high-cheekboned, wolfish KARNA — 
SUPER-WARRIORS with their distinctive armour. 


DURYODHANA 


See how they shine! Bhima, Arjuna...so many who were once YOUR students, unbeatable 


Drona. 


Drona lowers his head. Duryodhana’s wicked grin splits the shadows under his parasol and he looks 
back to the opposing army. 


DURYODHANA 
| hope you taught them to die. 
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Duryodhana slams down his beast helmet visor. His troops go crazy with roars and jagged unmusical 
conch blasts. Duryodhana’s super-warriors are joined by millions of ordinary soldiers, any one of them 
more magnificent than any of the fighting men of the current Fourth Age. But as we sweep across its 
bristling fields of lances this army not only numbers men, it contains the terrifying Asuras — the 
demon survivors of earlier worlds, and other worlds. The roar splits the air of a regiment of black 
dinosaur men, like semi-evolved raptors wearing primitive armour, snorting. They carry primitive bows 
and stone axes. 


YUDHISH 
Monsters! 


And there are giants, mindless Neanderthal cavemen creatures — the degenerate descendants of 
ancient failed experiments of the Gods - standing next to armoured elephants and reaching up to the 
elephant’s shoulder; they are chained and sullen, goaded into frenzy by the spears of their handlers. 
Chains hang from rings in their noses. 


YUDHISH 
Giants! 


Strangest yet, are the shrouded, ectoplasmic things, wrapped in cloaks like lepers, with bony fingers 
that constantly pluck and twitch at their soiled rags and tatters, as if to contain the shifting greasy 
mass within. 


YUDHISH 
Things that don’t belong on this Earth. Duryodhana’s armies number SIX MILLION. 


Arjuna is noble, fearless, gazing into the sun. 


ARJUNA 
It’s true... but we have one thing they don’t. 


They turn — the army parts ahead of us to let someone pass. The head of a 
magnificent white horse enters the scene. 


MARKANDEYA (V.0.) 
‘We’, said Arjuna, in a voice that could be heard across the whole battle- 
field, ‘we have Lord Krishna.’ 


Krishna’s white horse rears up against an apocalyptic dawn sky to the sound of 
a thousand conches. Lord Krishna is lit by the rising sun. The horses hooves 
strike down, raising sparks as they hit the ground. 


ARJUNA 
Krishna, the Man God. 


End on super-cool, badass Krishna facing us with his compelling catlike golden 
eyes, like some incredible alien prince. His perfect aristocratic features are deep 
dark blue, matt and unreflective to add to his unearthly majesty, with high 
cheekbones, a noble brow and hair shaved into lines and arrows. A red jewel 
bindi is between his eyes. His ears are slightly pointed. His armour looks futur- 
istic and fluid, as if made of highly polished, high-impact plastics, Perspex and 
chrome set with jewels. He is utterly, spellbindingly magnificent and seems to 
have come from some higher world of science fiction technology. 


Cut to DURYODHANA who first shudders, then smiles to show his animal teeth 
and roars with savage mocking laughter into the end credits. 


DURYODHANA 
A Man God who has vowed NOT to fight! 


END OF EPISODE ONE 
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EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - PANDAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK 
FADE IN... 


n the vast and silent armies of the PANDAVAS, four million strong. 


...there’s a long, pregnant SILENCE as we pan across the front line. The Pandava army com- 
prise seven legions of 21,000 chariots, as many elephants, 65,000 horses and 110,000 
foot soldiers. 


And then there is a sound - men’s heads turn as we move closer to the ratcheting clatter of metal 
latches, the creak of leather straps. Men’s eyes shift towards the sound and we follow their side- 
long glance along the front line of super-warriors. . . 


It is YUDHISH. The noble Pandava leader is unclipping his breastplate, entrapping his armour. He 
lets it fall with a thud onto the field beside him. 


BHIMA 
Yudhish? Where do you think you're going without weapons, or protection? Yudhish! 


Yudhish seems not to listen and walks forward onto the battlefield, dropping his helmet behind 
him. In one hand he carries his white banner. 


NAKULA 
Brother! You're exposing yourself directly to the enemy! Are you mad? 


The brothers exchange glances as Yudhish walks towards the Kauravas, casting aside his weapons, 
one by one. Arjuna nods, then he and Krishna (who wears no armour on this day of battle) sets out 
after Yudhish. Then BHIMA lays down his weapons, followed by NAKULA and SADEVA. 


SADEVA 
Yudhish! 


EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 


DURYODHANA watches keenly from his chariot, mocking as his enemy crosses the field. He’s not 
sure what's happening and doesn’t like to be confused. He has 11 legions at his command. 


DURYODHANA 
He submits! The coward has seen the strength of our legions and his heart fails! 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURKUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 


DURYHODHANA 
He comes to offer his surrender, see. 


The brothers - with KRISHNA leading the way into foreground - advance across the field behind Yudhish. 


ARJUNA 
What's he doing? Krishna, tell me! 


Krishna is calm and quietly certain. 


KRISHNA 
He’s ensuring victory. 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK 


Yudhish walks towards the hordes of Kauravas. They roar and shake spears but he is unafraid and sim- 
ply marches towards them. 


KRISHNA [V.0] 
A super-warrior humble enough to ask the blessing of his elders before he fights is guaranteed 
a win. 


Cowardly, losing confidence they stop jeering and lower their weapons, becoming silent, dropping their 
heads in shame as they back away to let Yudhish through. 


KRISHNA [V.0] 
Your brother intends to solicit the blessings of Bheeshma, Drona, Kripya and Shalya before he 
fights them. 


Yudhish walks past with disdain, looking neither to the right or left. As he passes, the cowardly 
Kaurava troops recover their mettle and shake their fists and weapons at his BACK only to fall silent as 
he turns around quickly... 


...then we follow him to the magnificent war-chariot of BHEESHMA ahead. A ring of warriors parts to 
give Yudhish access to the old master. They face one another. A frown creases Bheeshma’s proud, lined 
and bearded face. Men’s fingers tighten on the handles of their swords. 


YUDHISH 
Grandfather... 


Yudhish KNEELS before Bheeshma... 
YUDHISH 


There was no way to prevent the war but still...I’ve come for your blessing so that my 
brothers and | will win. 


Then come the others - Arjuna, Bhima, Nakula and Sadeva - who also kneel before Bheeshma. 


Fingers relax on weapon grips. 


Bheeshma leans forward, eyes bright with emotion. The Pandava heroes prostrate themselves. 


BHEESHMA 
Victory already belongs to you, you know that. 


Yudhish looks up. 


BHEESHMA 
Lord Krishna is on your side and where he walks the law walks with him... but my duty 
is to fight for Duryhodhana, the king who supported me all these years. 


As he speaks he glances sidelong towards Duryhodhana’s gleaming parasol. The king is 
watching with a dark interest. 


Yudhish nods gravely and rises. 


BHEESHMA 
Now go, go with my love and blessing. Fight and be victorious, Yudhishtira. 


Then he goes to DRONA. The mighty super-warrior sits in his gleaming armor, knowing ex- 
actly the unbeatable advantage conferred upon Yudhish by his actions. 


Read more FREE comics on ReadComicOnline 


YUDHISH 


Drona, my lord, | seek not only your blessings but also the advice of the greatest 


super-warrior of all time. 


Drona faces his karma with a blazing intense look. 


YUDHISH 


How do | win this war? 


Drona gestures Yudhish forward and speaks quietly. 


DRONA 


| myself can be killed only when I lay my weapons down. Remember that. 


EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAY 


Duryodha snarls, frowning, unable to hear across the troops. 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAY 


DRONA 


And remember that until that moment, | am invulnerable. 


Now KRISHNA goes to KARNA. The incredible super-warrior is dressed in distinctive white and 
gold shining ‘solar’ inspired armour (all the super warriors, while sharing a similar basic 
style, wear amour that’s as recognizable and distinctive as any collection of super-hero 
costumes - these warriors have to be easily told apart in battle scenes). [I haven’t found a 
reference for Karna’s banner yet but imagine it will be something that relates to his ‘sun 
god’ aspect as the child of Surya and Kunti.] 


KRISHNA 
They tell me you refuse to take part in any of the fighting. Not until Bheeshma is killed. 
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Karna is watching the proceedings with interest. He looks from Yudhish and his brothers, 
across the wide field of Kurukshetra and back... fo meet Krishna’s dark piercing gaze. 


KRISHNA 
Will you join us to fight on the side of law, Karna? 


Karna chuckles ruefully and looks away once more, evaluating the battlefield. Yudhish and 
the others approach him, parting the troops as they pass. Krishna is urgent. 


KRISHNA 
Kill Beeshma then return to Duryodhana and fight against Arjuna then. 


Karna shakes his head and returns his gaze to Krishna. 


KARNA 
Thank you for the attempt but not even you can change my destiny. I'll fight and die 
with the Kauravas. 


Krishna lowers his head. Yudhish arrives and drops to one knee in front of Karna. Yudhish 
says nothing but fixes Karna with a demanding gaze. 


With a strange look, Karna gives his blessing - a curt gesture of his hand. A nod and a 
lowering of eyelids. 
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Yudhish rises, turns and walks a little way back then STOPS. He turns to face the bristling 
Kaurava front line one final time. His eyes are filled with compassion and completely un- 
afraid. 


YUDHISH 
If any KAURAVAS wish to fight for law, | offer you a place in the PANDAVA ranks. 


Kaurava warriors shift uncomfortably, and look at one another. There is uncomfortable cough- 
ing and clearing of throats through the ranks. Yudhish gives them a moment, then begins to 
turn away. 


When a lone voice rings out... 
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YUYUTSU 
Yudhish! 


A figure elbows his way through the ranks. Yuyutsu is a lithe super-war- 
rior, of similar age to Yudhish. 


YUYUTSU 


Let me fight at your side. 


Yudhish embraces the warrior but addresses his words to the Kaurava 
army beyond. 


YUDHISH 
Yuyutsu! Now when my uncle Dhritarashtra dies, the blind king will 
have ONE son left alive to honour his passing. 


Yuyutsu nods gravely and joins the Pandavas. Walking away towards the 
distant horizon-spanning line of the Pandava armies, they march in line. 


EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 
Duryodhana is angry, as he watches the tiny figures cross the plain. He rides to join a thoughtful 
DRONA. Duryodhana’s banner is a black serpent on white cloth. 


DURYODHANA 
The waiting is all over, Dronacharya. 


He snarls, eyes bright and rabid, eager for war. 


A fearsome roar rises from a Rakshasa as it shakes its weapons at the sky. Snarling, the blackened 
dinosaur creature and its fierce companions rattle their crude swords and shields, while pulling 
down iron visors to protect themselves from the rising sun. 


The Rakshasas appear as evolved dinosaurs - most of the troops are raptor-like creatures but there 
are also towering, fierce-eyed Tyrannosaur warriors with human-like arms, each wielding a brutal 
machete...and a ‘shaman’ with a Triceratops-style bony fan of a headdress and a beaked face with 
piercings and feathers and war paint as he beats on a painted drum. The Rakshasas exude a primi- 
tive, tribal quality, shaking crude, wooden shields bound with iron, spears and machetes, swinging 
blazing pots of burning oil. They wear rough-hewn helmets, misshapen, jewel-encrusted crowns, 
breastplates and steel gauntlets; monstrous, creatures conversing in a language of snaps and snarls 
and blows. 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 


As the Pandavas walk away from the Kaurava front line, it just gets longer and longer behind them, 
stretching across the whole horizon; the Pandavas walk in line, super-cool like the astronauts in 
‘The Right Stuff.’ Pulling back from them, they become smaller and more distant against the great 
sweep of the field of Kurukshetra...zooming back until BHIMA’s head appears in the foreground. 


From the Pandava front line, BHIMA awaits as he watches the others come forward across the 
battlefield. 


EXT. PANDAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK 


As he returns to his army Yudhish picks up and replaces each discarded section of his armour, strap- 
ping and fastening it back on piece by piece. The others follow and do likewise - they re-armour 
themselves as they walk away, clipping breastplates back into place, gathering up helmets. 


When they reach the front line and BHIMA, they all TURN to face us together — fully armoured once 
more. They lock their helmets and take out their conches. 
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EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 


Duryodhana and DRONA watch the VAJRA formation assembling - a giant lighting bolt of men aimed 
at the Kaurava armies. 


DRONA 
This is the end, isn’t it? Men like these, armies like these will never be seen again. 


DURYODHANA 
I see them all, 4 million against our 6. This is a day that will be remembered for all time! 5 
foolish brothers against 100 cousins! Look at them! 


Closer on his sullen, deadly gaze sweeping across the warriors to stop at young Abhimanyu. He sits 
proudly in his chariot. 


DURYODHANA 
Abhimanyu, the young jewel of the Pandavas. A corpse in waiting! 


Duryodhana’s face contorts into an eager, bloodthirsty expression that makes him look almost de- 
monic and bestial...he turns to his own armies and throws his arms wide. Duryodhana’s banner is 
a black serpent on white cloth. 


DURYODHANA 
Duryodhana commands the greatest army the world has ever known! Duryodhana has 
BHEESHMA at his side, who refuses even to recognize the word ‘defeat!’ Duryodhana will 
drown the sons of Kunti in oceans of blood! Family blood! 


Drona smiles a tight little smile, impressed by Duryodhana’s self-belief as the Kaurava king looks 
away, chewing on his lip with feverish anticipation. 


DURYODHANA 
Bheeshma, the unbeatable...he’s the key to our victory. Protect him and the day belongs to 
Duryodhana! 


Bheeshma sees them all looking to him. The venerable warrior raises his conch and blows. The army 
stirs like one great beast... 


DURYODHANA 
Now bring on the war that will end the Third Age and usher in a dreadful NEW era on Earth! 
Now comes our VICTORY! 


...but then the note is ANSWERED by one purer and more uncanny, across the battlefield, haunting 
and unearthly comes a call to arms... 


EXT. PANDAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK 


It is KRISHNA...and then Arjuna raises HIS conch to his lips and adds a note of defiance. ... 


...05, one by one, along the Pandava front line, conches are raised to lips and blown so that the 


noise grows louder and louder. 


The whole Earth thunders and shakes and the winds pick up. 


EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 


Duryodhana looks, bug-eyed and frenzied as the sound drowns out his own armies. As the mighty 
sound makes the earth tremble, red rains of blood fall. The Kauravas look up fearfully while Duryo- 


dhana shakes his fist and meteors plunge down across the sky, burning lines in the air. 


EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 


CLOSE ON Arjuna - a pause, a moment of doubt shows on his face. Krishna notes his hesitation. 
Above them flies the banner of HANUMAN - and the image of the monkey god on the fluttering silk 
is actually ALIVE. It moves and grimaces, turning its eyes towards the enemy, then looking down at 


the hesitant Arjuna, as pain crosses his face, and he closes his eyes for a moment. 


KRISHNA 


Arjuna. ..is something wrong? 


Arjuna looks up, past us, at destiny and closes his eyes for a moment as he seems to make a fate- 


ful decision in the great, ominous silence. 


ARJUNA 


Krishna. |...must talk...let us ride together a short way... 


END OF EPISODE TWO 
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EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 


FADE IN... 


on the chariot of ARJUNA with KRISHNA at the reins as the horses rear up dramatically, then 
strike down with their hooves upon the waving grass and face us with blazing eyes. They 
look too intelligent, too fierce to be normal horses. The eyes fix us, almost accusing. 


Then they march forward, urged gently by the Charioteer KRISHNA and come to a stop with 
the vast front line of the Pandava armies stretching across the background. 


Arjuna savours the moment, takes a breath of the morning air, hesitating. ..then bows his head and 
delivers the hymn to DURGA. Blood red rain falls straight down from a clear sky. Blood red poppies 
grow around the wheels of Arjuna’s chariot. 


ARJUNA 
Durga, black and red and holy, | bow to you Queen of wisdom, devourer of demons! You of 
yellow eyes, incomparable and undying, dreadful and lovely... 


Arjuna’s head is lowered as he completes his devotion. The chariot sits in a blazing red field and 
the rain ceases. 


ARJUNA 
.... guide me to victory in battle and... 


There is a beat and he looks up, distraught. 


ARJUNA 
.... and vanquish my enemies. 


He gazes at the assembled Kaurava hosts. 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 


Krishna speaks firmly as Arjuna looks across the immense battlefield at his foes. Krishna frowns, 
troubled. 


KRISHNA 
They've all come to die at your hands... these super-warriors. This is their moment, to pass 
in glory alongside the Third Age as it dies. How can you deny them their place in the eternal 
story of this ultimate war, Arjuna? 


.. Arjuna lifts his bow, the incredible GANDIVA weapon of the gods, but his hands begin to SHAKE 
more and more violently. 


ARJUNA 
But these men are family... 


He drops his arms, the bow still quivering in his hand. 


ARJUNA 
All these familiar faces. 


The arrow FALLS from his nerveless fingers to the floor of the chariot. 


ARJUNA 
My gurus...masters who taught me the art of war...who taught me dignity and strength... 
Krishna! 
Arjuna is horrified at this lack of resolve, conflicted, as he gazes up, aghast. 


ARJUNA 
How...how can any man bring himself to kill such heroes as these without calling down 
doom and disaster upon himself and the whole world? 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK 
Scanning across the familiar noble faces of BHEESHMA, DRONA, KARNA all looking out at him in 


their incredible super-warrior armour, all waiting for his signal and the ultimate battle of the Age to 
begin. Men and animals grow restless. Elephants roar. Drona leans forward. 


EXT. DRONA HUD TARGET DISPLAY - DAY 


The view through Drona’s helmet lens shows distant Arjuna through the heat haze across the 
battlefield. 


DRONA [V.0,] 
Why does Arjuna hesitate? 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 


His nerve fails him. His body seems to lose all strength. Arjuna sinks to his knees beside Krishna, 
fingers gripping the chariot rim. 


ARJUNA 
It’s too much, Lord Krishna. 


He huddles in the corner of the chariot looking up, his eyes lost, almost childlike with the terror and 
awe of responsibility. 


ARJUNA 
Who can bear the responsibility of so many lives? 


KRISHNA looks around, assessing the battlefield with his cool catlike yellow eyes, assessing the mo- 
ment, before returning his gaze to Arjuna. 


KRISHNA 
Rise, Arjuna. Get to your feet. 


Arjuna gets up slowly. The sky seems to spin around him as he does so. Everything is coming to a 
head. A point, which is HIM. 


KRISHNA 
Stand tall and face the dawn. 


Arjuna faces out to the battlefield, his life, his future. 


KRISHNA 
Is there any other like you who can stand upon the crack of the Ages? 


Krishna behind him lays a hand on his shoulder. 
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KRISHNA 
This is the last battle of the Third Age, the first battle of the Dark Age that is to come... but 
you are the super-warrior Arjuna, and you were bred for this moment. 


Closer on Krishna as the moment builds. 


KRISHNA 
Look at me, Arjuna. Look into my eyes. It’s time you saw me as | really am. 


From Krishna’s eye to a still, long shot of the tiny figures on the battlefield against a vast sky on 
the morning of the End of An Age. 


KRISHNA 
Look. 


All is still - and ghostly devotional music begins to play. 


KRISHNA 
Listen. 


The figures get smaller. This is a ringing holy moment. Clouds stop moving. Birds freeze in the air. 
EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 

Even Duryodhana falls silent and gazes with a wonder. Then shields his eyes as if from the glare of 
the sun. 

EXT. PANDAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK. 


The Pandavas wonder too as the warm sun lights their amazing armour, glances off their super- 
weapons and their hovering, shining vimanas. They are READY... 


BHIMA 
What's happening with Arjuna? 


YUDHISH 
Shh! 


He senses something. 
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EXT. DURYODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAYBREAK 


And back to Duryodhana, unable to understand and looking almost afraid. 


DURYODHANA 


Why won't he give the order? 
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EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 


The moment of the transmission of the Gita stretches eerily (a pivotal moment to which we 


shall return later in this series). Then the music fades. The light changes, the birds take 


wing, the clouds move across the sky once more. 


And Arjuna draws himself up in the sun, with a mix of sorrow and wisdom and power on his 
face as he raises it to the sun with infinite gratitude. He is resolved now. He accepts his 


place in the great living net of BEING. Krishna bows his head beside him and takes the reins 


once more, solemnly. Arjuna’s helmet visor slides into place. 
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EXT. PANDAVA FRONT LINE - DAYBREAK 


Yudhish sits up straight. The whole Pandava army seems to straighten its spine at once. They 
all know something is about to happen. 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAYBREAK 
Krishna is serious. 


KRISHNA 
Have you changed your mind? 


Arjuna nods gravely...and takes up his bow once again. 
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Krishna raises his whip and there is a CRACK like the crack of doom .... 


They leap forward, pulled by the magnificent team of armoured, snorting super-stallions, and with 


the roar of the Pandava army growing behind them. 


The little chariot crosses the screen, seen from high above, trailing dust from its wheels as it trav- 
erses the huge seemingly endless plain... 


...then behind it, comes the Pandava army in immense lightning bolt-shaped VAJRA formation, fol- 
lowing the chariot across the screen. 
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EXT. KAURAVA FRONTLINE - DAY 


KARNA points and roars and the KAURAVA troops surge forward as one mighty WALL of men and 
beasts. Overhead vimanas and black vimanas move to engage in combat, or strafe the ground. 


BHEESHMA rides to the front of the charge... and men on his own side falter to let the giant 
super-warrior through - an incredible, unstoppable figure in his armour. 


EXT. KAURAVA ARCHERS LINE - DAY 


The leader of The 12 SUPREME ARCHERS orders his men to fire. Thousands upon thousands of ar- 
rows are notched at once, then released with a sound like a rushing storm wind. 


EXT. KURUKSHETRA SKY - DAY 


The unimaginable storm of arrows rises and rises towards the sun, blotting it out completely, turn- 
ing day to night. 


They stop in formation at the apex of their gravity curve... 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAY 


...then FALL. They fall all around us, 3D style in a sustained actual RAINSTORM of falling arrows. 
~ Ahowling rush of thousands upon thousands of wooden shafts slicing through air. 


The arrows rain down, filling the entire sky - so many of them that they become like an actual 
rain-storm lashing down from the heavens. 
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Men and beasts fall all around him as the arrows find their mark but mighty 
BHIMA powers on through, wielding his mace to bludgeon his way through the 
unbelievable rain of wood and steel. More and more arrows stud themselves 
into his armour until Bhima looks more porcupine than man. 


There are casualties everywhere now — men and animals dying in a field 


churned fo blood and mud as the storm of arrows abates. 


Bhima continues to advance through the rain of arrows, the last of them falling 
around him, undefeated, inexorable. . . 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAY 


Now we follow him as he moves in among the terrified Kaurava forces and they 
break before him like a hole crumbling in a wall. Elephants rear up in panic, 
trumpeting and soiling themselves to get away from Bhima’s charge. They crush 
men underfoot, falling. ..even as Bhima the super-warrior carves through their 
ranks. 


Rakshasas leap at him screaming in their reptile voices but Bhima cuts them 


down in plumes of smoke and flame and keeps moving forward, a hot knife 


through melting butter. 
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EXT. KAURAVA ARCHERS LINE - DAY 


Some way ahead of Duryodhana’s chariot, ten-thousand archers notch four-foot long arrows and fire 
them as... 


... 12 SUPREME ARCHERS step forward from the line of ten-thousand archers, dressed in their in- 
credible and distinctive armour. The 12 load four-foot long arrows, aim...then point their bows up- 
wards and shoot. 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAY 


Bhima slaughters his reptilian foes without mercy, cutting through the Kaurava ranks like an ar- 
moured tank as he forges his path towards the Archers Line and Duryodhana beyond. 


EXT. BATTLEFIELD OF KURUKSHETRA - DAY 


Abimanyhu spots Bhima, points and yells. 


ABIMANYHU 
Follow me to Bhima’s aid! 


NAKULA, SADEVA and DRISHTA follow Abimanyhu in his golden armour across the field as they race 
to distant Bhima’s side. 


He’s most visible by the trail of carnage he leaves behind and they surge towards him, where the 
wall of Kaurava soldiers is broken and disorganized. 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAY 


Bhima breaks from the front ranks and across the field to the second line of Kaurava troops... 


He almost reaches this second line...but then ten thousand tall arrows thud into the ground in 
front of him, making a wall. 
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EXT. KAURAVA ARCHERS LINE - DAY 


The Kauravas number one super-archer aims his magnificent bow up into the sky. The arrow is LIT in 
his bow and launched into the air. 


EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAY 


Bhima faces the wall of arrows that separates him from the retreating hordes - he sniffs the air, 
scenting. . gasoline? 


Then a single flaming arrow lands. ..and the whole WALL erupts into mystic flame. 


EXT. KAURAVA ARCHERS LINE - DAY 
The super-archer points to the flames, satisfied he and his 11 have stopped Bhima in his tracks. 
EXT. KAURAVA FRONT LINE - DAY 


But Bhima EXPLODES through them, charging forward, trailing curling veils of flame as he launches 
himself into the Kaurava front line once again. 
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The flaming arrows embedded in his amour burn away to ash as he fights... .and the armour heals 


itself in the wake of their passing. 


The terrified Kaurava armies rally round and unite to face this monumental mythic figure. Bhima 


pauses for a moment, sizing up his foes. . . 


...then, riding out of the wall of flame behind, Bhima come his magnificent comrades-in-arms — 
AHBIMANYU, NAKULA, SADEVA and DRISHTA — super-warriors all. In slow-mo, firing their weapons 
up over the heads of the armies, they cut a huge blazing wound of devastation and chaos through 


the Kaurava battle formations. 


Arrows arc towards the Archers Line so that the 12 archers fall back under the onslaught, trampled 


and cut to bits beneath the oncoming Pandavas who now shatter their line. 


Huge SYRINGE CANNONS swivel to fire boiling oil. 
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On a mound of dead super-archers, BHIMA turns his great head and targets DURYODHANA 


across the field. He points at the Kaurava king. 


BHIMA 
DURYHODHANA! | promised I’d gut you, didn’t I? 


EXT. HUD TARGET DISPLAY - DAY 
Sanskrit circuitry rotates in Bhima’s helmet lenses, zeroing in on the face of the Kauravas’ 


bestial king. Duryodhana is exultant, truly alive in the fires of war. Breathing hard, he 


faces Bhima and gestures into the zoom lens. 


EXT. DURYHODHANA’S CHARIOT - DAY 


Duryodhana faces us, sharply beckoning us forward with a curt motion of the fingers of his 


upraised palm. 


DURYODHANA 


Come Bhima... 


He is almost slavering for a fight. He continues to flip his fingers, contemptuous, beckoning 


us forward. 
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DURYODHANA 


Death is eager to greet you. 


END OF EPISODE THREE 


ARTIST NOTES HOR 


The Brahma Image deviates from Grant’s description (as do most of the images) but 
like the other images, it never deviates in spirit. | have attempted to show Brahma 
in the act of creation - generating the infinite cosmos like an infinite scientist in his 
infinite lab where matter and antimatter collide endlessly producing energy that 
fuels the ultimate creator's vision. His three heads look at time in its entirety - 

past, present and future. Perhaps Brahma is the fabled dark matter, which binds 

the universe. 


The yellow ‘stars’ at the bottom left of the image are fires from the early human 
settlements. This image also immediately puts the story in an Indian context 
because the act of offering jal (water) to the sun is almost universally recognized as 
being Indian. The man in the foreground offering jal, represents mankind 
acknowledging the life giving power of the Sun. However, the image is more than 
that, the dawn is symbolic of the dawn of man’s time on earth and as the sun 
oversees this first age so will it oversee its destruction in the form of Rudra. 


For the Ramayan image, | wanted to show the image of the demon Ravan as an 
enormous mutant with his 10 heads and 20 hands depicted in a more naturalistic 


S| way. | find the traditional representation of the ten heads arranged horizontally, with 


one side having five and the other four, odd because it produces an imbalance that | 
find distracting. Here | designed Ravan as mutant with one main head surrounded by 
nine semi-formed others and six primary arms with the rest growing at smaller sizes 
over his chest and torso. Ram is shown here as a plain figure devoid of any armor as 
J he faces this monster to emphasize the impossible odds. 


] The main Pandava brothers (Bhima, Arjun and Yudish from left to right). Arjun holds 
the banner of Hanuman, which seems to be alive unlike a normal flag. Yudish and 
Arjun are composed while Bhima is in an attack pose, suggesting his single minded 
hate for the Kauravas. The costumes are elaborate, part design and part mechanic. 
Bhima’s costume augments his already enormous strength with pipes flowing in and 
out to fuel his armor. We can see Vimans in the air, the army fading into the horizon 
(4 million strong as per Grant's description), suggestive of the colossal nature of 
this war. 


This is the Kaurava army, 6 million strong. To the left is Duryodhana, with Karna and 
Jayadrath next to him. Below Karna is Dusashan and above him is Bheeshma the 
white and further on we see Drona. Bheeshma and Drona have costumes that are 
more positive looking than the rest of the Kaurava army suggesting their integrity. 
Dusashan's costume is almost cybernetic in appearance with a hint of steam punk 
(steam punk as a design influence appears subtly throughout the images but with a 
source that is more Indian than the traditional Victorian look). 


Krishna is not Rama. He wears his godliness on his sleeve and is more of an idea 
man than an idealistic one. Famous with the ladies, he is also a close friend of 
Arjuna as his philosopher and guide. So far, he is the only person in the battle who 
doesn't look like a warrior, which immediately sets him apart in terms of look. 
Hence, | didn't go with an armored look and instead chose loose flowing crimson 
robes which work better (in time the robe itself is revealed as the universe clinging 
to Krishna and alludes fo the myth of his step-mother, Yasodhara, who saw the 
universe when she gazed into baby Krishna's mouth). 
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Bhima and Arjuna bow in reverence to Bheeshma while Krishna looks on contemplat- 
ing that the war won't even begin to swing their way unless this warrior is removed 
from the equation. Knowing the Pandavas affection for Bheeshma, Krishna is trying to 
seek some way to defeat the undefeatable. Bheeshma and Arjuna are dressed in 
white armor, one representing the past and the other the future. The warrior of the 
future must vanquish the warrior of the past to be called the best of his era. It 

seems that there is room for only one hero for this epoch. Bheeshma is tall, almost 
as tall as Krishna, an indication of his partly divine origin. 


Moody and melancholic, this picture shows a glimpse of the tragedy that is Karna. 
Levitating the one arrow, his weapon against Arjuna. Behind his silhouetted figure, 
the circular pattern with light flowing through represents the Sun, who is supposed 
to be his father. But Karna, star son, remains in the shadows, signifying the retreat 
into darkness, shunned by all but his friend, Duryodhana whom he intends to sup- 
port through thick and thin. No wonder Duryodhana sheds tears for this cousin even 
when he sheds none for his own sons and brothers. 

The hero invokes the War Goddess and she responds, a red storm of war clouds, 
dark and ominous. Her mount, the lion, roars thunder and death and is like a sword 
that must drink blood once unsheathed. There is now no going back. One of the few 
images that has a sense of motion and drama. Imagine the sky at dawn, blue and 
purple in all its fresh glory, a small, dark seed of a maelstrom forms as Arjuna's 
chants reverberates through Kurukshetra, growing in size. When at last the final 
words escape his lips, this storm ball bursts forth, exploding in vivid dark red. For 


the briefest of moments we see the War Goddess in the frame but the explosion 
moves towards us, inexorable until it finally morphs into red rain. 


This is a close up shot and a good story moment. At this moment of action, Arjuna is 
indecisive; the prospect of killing his kith and kin and so many others ties him into 
knots inside. The only Visible part of Krishna is his cobalt hand resting on Arjun's 
shoulders, perhaps to take some weight off them. It is a friendly, soothing gesture 
and alludes to their friendship. This differs from the thumbnail, which was a little 
more dramatic. | felt a closer shot, less extreme and more personal would suit the 
sequence better. 


This one was dilemma. Should | be coy about the Bhagavad-Gita stuff since Grant 
plans to tackle them in a future episode, or do | discard it all together? In the end, | 
thought that this is the only shot where we get to show off Krishna. Multiple arms 
come up from behind the giant, grabbing air like running one's fingers through 
water. Krishna speaks to the tiny figure of Arjuna floating above his head. When this 
god-entity speaks, it is as if the universe itself speaks. The hands rip apart reality 
showing Arjuna the truth behind all truths and showing Krishna as he really is. 


A silhouetted figure blows the trumpet as the Pandav army flows, washing over the 
plains of the battlefield like a raging river. | felt a side-on-shot would allow me 
broader scope to change figure sizes, with the edge of the army to the far side 
fading into the distance, thus giving a sense of the number of men charging out into 
the plains. These are millions. MILLIONS. The scale of this epic is gargantuan. The 
black spears in the FG make interesting shapes guiding the eye from the left to right 
as well breaking the flowing shapes of the avalanche with hard, straight, solid ones. 


“Grant Morrison is a post-modern myth-maker.”- Deepak Chopra 


From superstar creator Grant Morrison (All Star Superman, Batman & Robin, The Invisibles), comes “18 Days”, the story of three generations of super-warriors, meeting for 
the final battle of their age. 18 Days is a re-imagining of the great eastern myth, the Mahabharata and follows the course of the climactic war that concludes the age of the 
gods and begins the age of man. It is the prototype for every war ever fought. The scale is epic, wherein the biggest armies ever conceived face one another across the 
ultimate battlefield to decide the fate of the future. This hardcover illustrated script book allows readers a first glimpse into the mythic animated series being developed by 
Morrison. The book reveals the inner workings of the acclaimed writer's process and features the original animation scripts, story bible, character descriptions and commen- 
taries. Morrison's groundbreaking story is matched perfectly with original illustrations created by acclaimed artist, Mukesh Singh (Devi, Gamekeeper). 
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